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PERICLES. PRINCE OF TYRE. 
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SCENE, — Dispersedly in various Countries^ 



PEEICLES, PEINCE OF TYRK 



ACT I. 

ErUer Gower. 

Btfore the Palace of AntiocK 

To sing a song that old was sung, 

From ashes ancient Gower is come ; 

Assuming man's infirmities, 

To glad your ear and please your eyes. 

It Imth been sung at festivals, 

On ember-eves and holy-ales ; 

And lords and ladies in their lives 

Have read it for restoratives : 

The purchase is to make men glorious ; 

Et honum quo antiquiuSj eo tneliiut. 

If you, bom in these latter times, 

When wit *s more ripe, accept my rhymefl^ 

And that to hear an old man sing 

May to your wishes pleasure bring, 

I Ufe would wish, and that I might 

Waste it for you, like taper-light. — 

This Antioch, then, Antiochus the Great 

Built up, this city, for his chiefest seat ; 

The fairest in all Syria, — 

I tell you what mine authors say: 

This king unto him took a fere. 

Who died and left a female heir, 

So buxom, blithe, and full of face. 

As heaven had lent her all his grace; 

With whom the father liking took, 

And her to incest did provoke : — 

Bad child; worse father! to entice his owR 

To evil should be done by none : 

But custom what they did begin 

Was with long use account no sin. 

The beauty of this sinful dame 
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Why cloud they not their sights perpetually, 

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it?— 

Fair glass of light, I lov'd you, and could still, 

[Takes hold of the hand oftlie Princess. 
Were not this glorious casket stor'd with ill : 
But I must tell you,— now my thoughts revolt; 
For he 's no man on whom perfections wait 
That, knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 
You're a fair viol, and your sense the strings ; 
Who, finger'd to make man his lawful music, 
Would draw heaven down, and all the gods to hearken; 
But, being play'd upon before your time. 
Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime. 
Good sooth, I care not for you. 

Ant, Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy life, 
For that 's an article within our law 
As danorerous as the rest. Your time 's expir'd; 
Either expound now, or receive your sentence. 

Per. Great king. 
Few love to hear the sins they love to act ; 
'Twould 'braid yourself too near for me to tell it. 
Who has a book of all that monarchs do, 
He 's more secure to keep it shut than shown : 
For vice repeated is like the wandering wind. 
Blows dust ia others' ey^es, to spread itself; 
And yet the end of all is bought thus dear. 
The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear: 
To stop the air would hurt them. The blind mole casts 
Copp'd hills towards heaven, to tell the earth is thronsfd 
By man's oppression ; and the poor worm doth die for^ 
Kings are earth's gods : in vice their law *s their will; 
And if Jove stray, who dares say Jove doth ill? 
It is enough you know ; and it is fit. 
What being more known grows worse, to smother it 
All love the womb that their first being bred. 
Then give mj' tongue like leave to love my head. 

Ant, \a8ide.'\ Heaven, that I had thy head! he has found 
the meaning : 
But I will gloze with him. — Young Prince of Tyre, 
Though by the tenor of our strict edict. 
Your exposition misinterpreting, 
We might proceed to cancel of your days; 
Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree 
As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise: 
Forty days longer we do respite you ; 
if by which time our secret ue undone^ 
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This mercy shows well joy in such a son : 
And until then your eoteiiain shall be 
As doth befit our honour and your worth. 

[Exeunt Ant., his Daughter, and Attendantik 
Per, How courtesy would seem to cover sin, 
When what is done is like an hypocrite. 
The which is good in nothing but in sight 1 
If it be true that I interpret false, 
Then were it certain you were not so bad 
As with foul incest to abuse your soul ; 
Where now you're both a father and a son. 
By your untimely claspings with your child, — 
Which pleasure fits an husband, not a father;—^ 
And she an eater of her mother's flesh, 
. By the defiling of her parent's bed ; 
Aid both like serpents are, who, though they feed 
On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. 
Antioch, farewell ! for wisdom sees, those men 
Blush not in actions blacker than the night 
Will shun no course to keep theni from the light. 
One sin I know another doth provoke ; 
Murder 's as near to lust as flame to smoke : 
Poison and treason are the hands of sin. 
Ay, and the tarjgets to put off the shame : 
Then, lest my life be cropp'd to keep you clear, 
By flight 111 shun the danger which I fear. [MaL 

Re-enter Antiochus. 

Amb, He hath found the meaning, for the which we mean 
To have his head. 

He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy. 
Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin 
In such a loathed manner ; 
And therefore instantly this prince must die; 
For by his fall my honour must keep high. 
Who attends us there? 

Enter Thaliard. 

Thai, Doth your highness call? 

Ant, Thaliard, you're of our chamber, and our mind 
Partakes her private actions to your secrecy : 
And for your faithfulness we will advance you. 
Thaliard, behold here 's j)oison and here 's gold ; 
We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou must kill hims 
It fits thee not to ask the reason why. 
Because we bid it Say, is it done? 
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Thai My lord, 

*Tis done. 
Ant. Enough. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Let your breath cool yourself, telling your haste. 

Mess, My lord, Prmce Pericles is fled. [EixiU 

Ant, As thou 

Wilt live, fly after : and as an arrow shot 
From a well-experienc'd archer hits the mark 
His eye doth level at, so thou ne'er return 
Unless thou say Prir^ce Pericles is dead. 

Thai. My lord. 
If I can get him once within my pistol's length 
I'll make him sure enough : so, farewell to your highness. 

Ant Thaliard, adieu! [ExitToAi^] Till Pericles be dead 
My heart can lend no succour to my head. [ExU, 



SCENE n.— Ttbe. a Ewm in the PcUace, 

Enter Pericles. 

Per, [to those without.'] Let none disturb ns. — ^Why should 
this change of thoughts. 
The sad companion, duU-ey'd melancholy, 
Be my so us'd a guest as not an hour 
In the day's glorious walk, or peaceful night,— 
The tomb where grief should sleep, — can breed me quiet? 
Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes shun theiii« 
And danger, which I fear'd, is at Antioch, 
Whose aim seems far too short to hit me here : 
Yet neither pleasure's art can joy my spirits, 
Nor yet the other's distance comfort me. 
Then it is thus : the passions of the mind. 
That have their first conception by mis-dread. 
Have after -nourishment and life by care ; 
A.nd what was first but fear what might be done^ 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 
And so with me : — ^the great Antiochus, — 
'Gainst whom I am too little to contend, 
Since he 's so great, can make his will his act, — 
Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence; 
Nor boots it me to say I honour him. 
If he suspect I may £shonour him : 
And what may m^e him blush in being known, 
He'U stop tiie course by which it might be known; 
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With hostile forces he'll overspread the land. 

And with the ostent of war will look so hnge, 

Amazement shall drive cburage from the state; 

Our men be vanquished ere they do resist, 

And subjects punish'd that ne'er thought offence: 

Which care of them, not pity of myse^ — 

Who once no more but as the tops of trees. 

Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend them,— 

Makes both my body pine and soul to languish, 

And punish tliat before that he would punish. 

Enter Hblioanus and other Lords. 

1 Lord, Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast! 

2 Lord, And keep your mind, till you return to us. 
Peaceful and comfortable! 

Hel. Peace, peace, my lords, and give experience tongue. 
They do abuse the king that flatter him: 
For flattery is the bellows blows up sin; 
The thing the which is flatter'd, but a spark, 
To which that blast gives heat and stronger glowing; 
Whereas reproof, obedient, and in order, 
Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err. 
When Signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace 
He flatters yon, makes war upon your life. 
Prince, pardon me, or strike me if you please; 
I cannot be much lower than my knees. 

Per, All leave us else ; but let your cares o'erlook 
What shipping and what lading 's in our haven, 
And then return to us. [Exeunt Lords.] Helicanus, thoa 
Hast moved us: what seest thou in our looks? 

ffel. An angry brow, dread lord. 

Per, If there be such a dart in princes' frowns. 
How durst thy tongue move anger to our face? 

Hel, How dare the plants look up to heaven, from whence 
They have their nourishment? 

Per, Thou know'st I have power 

To take thy life from thee. 

Ilel, [kneeling.] I have ground the axe myself ; 
Do you but strike the blow. 

Per, Rise, pr'ythee, rise. 

Sit down, sit down : thou art no flatterer : 
I thank thee for it ; and heaven forbid 
That kings should let their ears hear their faults chid! 
Fit counsellor and servant for a prince, 
Who by thy wisdom mak'st a prince thy servant^ 
What wouldst thou have me do? 
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Hel. To bear witli patience 

Such griefs as you yourself do lay upon yoursel£ 

Per. Thou speak'st like a physician, Helicanoa, 
That minister' st a potion unto me 
That thou wouldst tremble to receive thysell 
Attend me, then : I went to Antioch, 
Where, as thou know'st, against the face of death, 
1 sought the purchase of a glcrioiis beauty, 
PVom whence an issue I might propagate. 
Are arms to princes, and bring joys to subjects. 
Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder; 
The rest, — hark in thine ear, — as black as incest; 
Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seem'd not to strike, but smooth : but thou know'st thifl^ 
'Tis time to fear when tyrants seem to kiss. 
Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled. 
Under the covering of a careful night, 
Who seem'd my good protector ; and, being here, 
Bethought me what was past, what might succeed. 
I knew him tyrannous ; and tyrants' fears 
Decrease not, but grow faster than their years : 
And should he doubt it, — as no doubt he doth, — 
That I should open to the listening air 
How many worthy princes' bloods were shed 
To keep his bed of blackness unlaid oi)e, — 
To lop that doubt, he'll fill this land with arms. 
And make pretence of wrong that I have done him; 
When all, for mine, if I may call offence. 
Must feel war's blow, who spares not innocence : 
Which love to all, — of which thyself art one. 
Who now reprov'st me for it, — 

HeL Alas, sir! 

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from my cheeks^ 
Musings into my mind, with thousand doubts 
How I might stop this tempest ere it came ; 
And, finding little comfort to relieve them, 
I thought it princely charity to grieve them. 

Hel, Well, my lord, since you have given me leave to 
speak. 
Freely will I speak. Antiochus you fear. 
And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant. 
Who either by public war or private treason 
WiU take away your life. 
Therefore, my lord, go travel for awhile. 
Till that his ra^e and anger be forgot. 
Or till the Dcstmies do cut his thi^d of lifia^ 
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Yonr rule direct to any ; if to me, 

Day serves not light more faithful than Til be. 

Per, I do not donbt thy faith ; 
But should he wrong my liberties in my absence? 

HeL We'll mingle our bloods together in the earth. 
From whence we nad our being and our birth. 

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee, then, and to Tharsut 
Intend my travel, where I'll hear from thee ; 
And by whose letters I'll dispose myself. 
The care I had and have of subjects' good 
On thee I lay, whose wisdom's strength can bear it. 
I'U take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath : 
Who shuns not to break one will sure crack both ! 
But in our orbs we'll live so round and safe, 
That time of both this truth shall ne'er convince, 
Thou show'dst a subject's shine, I a true prince. [Exeunt, 



SCENE IIL — ^Tyre. An Ante-chamber in the Palace, 

Enter Thaliard 

Thai. So, this is Tyre, and this the court. Here must I 
kill King Pericles ; and if I do it not, I am sure to be hanged 
sat home: 'tis dangerous. — ^Well, I perceive he was a wise 
fellow, an^ had good discretion, that, being bid to ask what 
he would of the king, desired he might Ibiow none of his 
secrets. Now do I see he had some reason for't : for if a 
king bid a man be a villain, he is bound by the indenture of 
his oath to be one. — Hush! here come the lords of Tyre. 

Enter Helicanus, Escanes, and other Lords. 

HeL You shall not need, my fellow peers of Tyre, 
Further to question me of your king's departure : 
His seal'd commission, left in trust with me. 
Doth si)eak sufficiently he 's ^one to travel. 

That [flwic/g.] How! the king gone! 

Hel, If further yet you will be satisfied, 
Why, as it were unlicens'd of your loves. 
He would depart, I'll give some light unto you. 
Bein? at Antioch, — 

Thai, [aside,'] What from Antioch? 

Hel, Royal Antiochus, — on what cause I know not,— 
Took some displeasure at him ; at least he judg'd so: 
And doubting lest, that he had err'd or siiin'd, 
To show his sorrow, he'd correct himself; 
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So puts himself unto the shlpman's toil. 

With whom each minute threatens life or death. 

Thai, [aside. ] Well, I perceive 
I shall not be hang'd now although I would ; 
But since he 's gone, the king's ears it must please 
He 'scap'd the hmd to perish on the seas. 
I'll present myself — Peace to the lords of Tyre! 

iteL Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome. 

Tkfd. From him I come 
With message unto princely Pericles ; 
But since my landing I have understood 
Your lord has betook himself to unknown traveli^ 
My message must return from whence it came. 

Hel. We have no reason to desire it, 
Conmiended to our master, not to us : 
Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire, — 
As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tyre. [Exeunt 



SCENE IV.— Thaesus. A Boom in the Governor's J7ottM; 

ErUer Cleon, Dtonyza, and Attendants. 

Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here, 
And by relating tales of others' griefs 
See if 'twill teach us to forget our own? 

Dio. That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it; 
For who digs hills because they do aspire 
Throws down one mountain to cast up a higher. 
O my distressed lord, even such our griefs are ; 
Here they're but felt, and seen with mischiefs eyes, 
But Uke to groves, being topp'd, they higher rise. 

Cle. O Dionyza, 
Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it, 
Or can conceal his hunger till he famish? 
Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep 
Our woes into the air ; our eyes do weep. 
Till tongues fetch breath that may proclaim them louder; 
That, if neaven slumber while their creatures want, 
They may awake their helps to comfort them. 
I'll then discourse our woes, felt several years. 
And, wanting breath to speak, help me with tears. 

JDio. I'U do my best, sir. 

Cle, This Tharsus, o'er which I have the government, 
A city on whom plenty held full hand. 
For nches strew'd herself even in the streets ; 
Whose towers bore heads so high they kiss'd the oloudi^ 
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And strangers ne'er beheld but wonder'd at ; 
Whose men and dames so jetted and adorned, 
like one another's glass to trim them by : 
Their tables were stor'd full, to glad the sights 
And not so much to feed on as delight ; 
Ail poverty was scom'd, and pride so great, 
The name of help grew odious, to repeat. 

DU). O 'tis too true. 

CU. But see what heaven can do ! By this our change^ 
These mouths, whom but of late earth, sea, and air 
Were all too little to content and please. 
Although they gave their creatures in abundance. 
As houses are defil'd for want of use, 
They are now starved for want of exercise : 
Those palates who, not us'd to savour hunger, 
Must nave inventions to delight the taste. 
Would now be glad of bread, and be^ for it : 
Those mothers who, to nousle up their babes. 
Thought naught too curious, are ready now 
To eat those uttle darlings whom they lov'd. 
So sharp are hunger's teeth, that man and wife 
Draw lots who firet shall die to lengthen life : 
Here stands a lord and there a lady weepine; 
Here many sink, yet those which see them fall 
Have scarce strength left to give them buriaL 
Is not this true ? 

Dto. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it. 

Cle, O, let those cities that of Plenty's cup 
And her prosperities so largely taste. 
With their superfluous riots, hear these tears! 
The misery of Tharsus may be tiieirs. 

Eater a Lord. 

Lord. Where *8 the lord governor? 

Ole, Here. 
Speak out th^ sorrows which thou bring'st in haste, 
For comfort IS too far for us to expect. 

Lord. We have descried, upon our neighbouring shores 
A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 

vie. I thought as much. 
One sorrow never comes but brings an heir 
That may succeed as his inheritor ; 
And so in ours : some neighbouring nation. 
Taking advantage of our misery. 
Hath stuff'd these hollow vessels with their power, 
To beat us down, the which are down already; 
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And make a conquest of unhappy we, 
Whereas no glory 's got to overcome. 

Lord, That's the least fear; for by the sembfanoe 
Of their white flags display' d, they bring us peace, 
And come to us as favourers, not as foes. 

Cle, Thou speak'st like him 's untutor'd to repeat : 
Who makes the fairest show means most deceit. 
But bring they what they will, and what they can, 
What need we fear ? 

The groimd *8 the lowest, and we are half way there. 
Go tell their general we attend him here. 
To know for what he comes, and whence he comes, 
And what he craves. 

Lord. I go, my lord. [Exit 

Cle, Welcome is })eace, if he on peace consist; 
If wars, we are unable to resist. 

Enter Pbricles, with Attendants. 

Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you are, 
lict not our ships and number of our men 
Be, like a beacon fir'd, to amaze your eyes. 
We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre, 
And seen the desolation of your streets : 
Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears, 
But to relieve them of their heavy load ; 
And these our ships, you happily may think 
Are like the Trojan horse war-stuflTd within 
With bloody veins, expecting overthrow, 
Are stor'd with com to make your needy bread. 
And give them life whom hunger starv'd half dead. 

AU, The gods of Greece protect you I 
And we'll pray for you. 

Per, Rise, I pray you, rise i 

We do not look for reverence, but for love, 
And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men. 

Cle, The which when any shall not gratify, 
Or pay you with unthankfulness in thought. 
Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves. 
The curse of heaven and men succeed their evils! 
Till when, — ^the which I hope shall ne'er be seen, — 
Your grace is welcome to our town and us. 

Per, Which welcome we'll accept ; feast here a while. 
Until our stars that frown lend us a smila [Exeunt 
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ACT IT. 

Enter GtOWEr. 

Gow. Here have you seen ^ mighty king 
His child, I wis, to incest bring ; 
A better prince, and benign lord. 
That wiU prove awful both in deed and word. 
Be quiet, then, as men should be, 
Till ne hath passed necessity. 
1*11 show you those in troubles reign. 
Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 
The good in conversation, — 
To \idiom I give my benison, — 
Is still at Tharsus, where each man 
Thinks all is writ he spoken can ; 
And, to remember what he does, 
Gild his statue to make him glorious : 
But»tidings to the contrary 
Are brought your eyes : what need speak I ? 

Dumh show. 

Enter, at one side, Pericles, talking with Cleon ; their Trains 
with them. Enter, at the other, a Gentleman vnth a letter 
to PEIIICLE8, who shows it to Cleon, then gives tlie Mes- 
senger a reward, and knight^ him. Exeunt Pb&icles a/nd 
Cleon with their Trains, severally. 

Good Helicane hath stayed at home, 

Not to eat honey like a drone 

From others* labours ; for though he strive 

To killen bad, keep good alive ; 

And, to fulfil his prince' desire, 

Sends word of all that haps in Tyre : 

How Thaliard came full bent with sin 

And hid intent to murder him ; 

And that in Tharsus was not best 

Longer for him to make his rest. 

He, knowing so, put forth to seas, 

Where when men been, there's seldom ease; 

For now the wind begins to blow ; 

Thunder above and deeps below 

Make such unquiet that the shi^ 

Should house him safe is wreck'd and split; 

And he, good prince, having all lost. 

By waves from coast to coast is toss*d : 
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All perishen of man, of pelf, 

Ne aught escapen but himself; 

Till fortune, tir'd with doin^ bad. 

Threw him ashore, to give him glad: 

And here he comes. What shau be next, 

Pardon old Gower, — ^this longs the text. [ExiL 



SCENE L — ^Pbntafolis. An open Place by the Sea-^ide. 

Enter Pbricles, wet 

Per. Yet cease your ire, you angry stars of heaven! 
Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly man 
Is but a substance that must yield to you; 
And I, as fits my nature, do obey you : 
Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks, 
Wash'd me from shore to shore, and left me breath 
Nothing to think on but ensuing death : 
Let it suffice the greatness of your powers 
To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes ; 
And having thrown him from your watery grave, 
Here to have death in peace is all he^U crave. 

Enter three Fishermen. 

IFiah, What, ho. Pilch! 

2 Fish, Ho, come and brin^ away the nets! 
1 Fish. What, Patchbreech, I sayl 

3 Fish, What say you, master? 

1 Fish. Look how thou stirrest now! come away, or Fll 
fetch thee with a wanion. 

3 Fish, Faith, master, I am thinking of the poor men that 
were cast away before us even now. 

1 Fish. Alas, poor souls, it grieved my heart to hear what 
pitiful cries they made to us to help them, when, well-a-day, 
we could scarce help ourselves. 

3 Fish. Nay, master, said not I as much when I saw the 
porpus how he bounced and tumbled ? they say they're half 
nsh half flesh : a plague on them, they ne'er come but I 
look to be washecL master, I marvel how the fishes live 
in the sea. 

1 Fish. Why, as men do a-land, — the great ones eat up 
the little ones : I can compare our rich misers to nothing so 
fitly as to a whale ; 'a plays and tumbles, driving the poor 
fry before him, and at last devours them all at a moutnrol : 
■uch whales have I heard on the land, who never leave 
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gaping till theyVe swallow'd the whole parish, church, 
steeple, bells, and alL 

Per, [aside.] A pretty moral. 

3 FisL But, master, if I had been the sexton, I would 
bave been that day in the belfry. 

2 Fisk, Why, man? 

3 Fish. Because he should have swallowed me too : and 
when I had been in his belly I would have kept such a 
jangling of the bells that he should never have lefb till he 
cast beSs, steeple, diurch, and parish up again. But if the 
good King Simonides were of my mind, — 

Per. [aside,] Simonides! 

3 Fish, He would purge the land of these drones that rob 
the bee of her honey. 

Per, [aside.] How from the finny subject of the sea 
These fishers tell the infirmities of men ; 
And from their watery empire recollect 
All that may men approve or men detect ! — 
Peace be at your labour, houest fishermen. 

2 Fish. Honest ! good fellow, what 's that? if it be not a 
day fits you, scrateh it out of the calendar, and nobody 
will look after it. 

Per. Nay, see the sea hath cast upon your coast, — 

2 Fish, What a drunken knave was the sea to cast thee 
in our way. 

Per, A man, whom both the waters and the wind 
In that va^ tennis-court hath made the ball 
For them to play upon, entreats you pity him ; 
He asks of you that never used to beg. 

1 Fish, No, friend, cannot you beg? here's them in our 
country of Greece gets more with b^ging than we can do 
with working. 

2 Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes, then ? 
Per. 1 never practised it. 

2 Fish. Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure ; for here 's 
nothing to be got now-a-days unless thou canst fish for't. 

Per. What I have been I have forgot to know; 
But what I am want teaches me to think on : 
A man throng'd up with cold ; my veins are chill. 
And have no more of life than may suffice 
To give my tongue that heat to ask your help ; 
Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead. 
For that I am a man, pray see me buried. 

1 Fish, Die quoth-a? Now gods forbid! I have a gown 
here ; come, put it on ; keep thee warm. Now, afore nic, a 
handsome fellow! Come, thou shalt go home, and we'll 

VOL. VI. C 
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have flesh for holidays, fish for fasfcing-days, and moreo'er 
puddings and fla])jacks ; and thou shalt be welcome. 

Per. I thank you, sir. 

2 Fish. Hark you, my friend, you said you could not beg. 

Per. I did but crave. 

2 Fish, But crave ! Then I'll turn craver too, and so I 
shall scape whipping. 

Per, Why, are all your beggars whipped, then? 

2 Fish 0, not all, my friend, not all ; for if all your beg- 
gars were whipped, I woidd wish no better office than to be 
beadle. But, master, I'U go draw up the net. 

[Exeunt with Third Fisherman. 

Per. [aside.'] How well this honest mirth becomes their 
labour! 

1 Fish. Hark you, sir, do you know where ye are ? 

Per. Not well. 

I Fish. Why, I'll tell you : this is called Pentapolla» and 
our king^the good Simonides. 

Per. The good King Simonides, do you call him? 

1 Fvih. Ay, sir ; and he deserves so to be called for his 
peaceable reign and good government. 

Per. He is a happy kin^, since he gains from his subjects 
the name of good by his government. How far is his 
court distant from this shore? 

1 Fish. Marry, sir, half a day's journey : and I'll tell you, 
he hath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is her birthday ; and 
there are princes and knights come from all parts of the 
world to joust and tourney for her love. 

Per. Were but my fortunes equal my desires I could wish 
to make one there. 

1 Fish. O, sir, things must be as they may ; and what a 
man cannot get he may lawfully deal for— his wife's souL 

Re-enter Second and Third Fishermen, dravnng up a net 

2 FisK Help, master, help ! hei-e 's a fish hangs in the 
net like a poor man's right in the law ; 'twill hardly come 
out. Ha! bots on't, 'tis come at last, and 'tis turned to a 
rusty armour. 

Per. An armour, friends! I pray you, let me see it.-^ 
Thanks, fortune, yet, that after all my crosses 
Thou giv'st me somewhat to repair myself; 
And though it was mine own, part of my heritage. 
Which my dead father did bequeath to me, 
With this strict charge, even as he left hia life, 
Keep it, my Pericles ; it hath been a shitld 
Twixt me and death; — and pointed to this brace :^> 
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For that it aav^d me, keep it; in like necessity, — 
Tlie which gods protect thee from! — may defend thee. 
It kept where I kept, I so dearly lov'd it : 
Till tne rough seas, that spare not any man. 
Took it in rage, though calm'd have given*t agrain : 
I thank thee for't : my shipwreck now ^s no ill ; 
Since I have here my father's gift in 's will. 

1 Fish, What mean vou, sir ? 

Per, To beg of you, Kind friends, this coat of worth, 
For it was sometime target to a king ; 
I know it by this mark. He lov'd me dearly, 
And for his sake I wish the having of it ; 
And that you'd guide me to your sovereign's court, 
Where with it I may appear a gentleman ; 
And if that ever my low fortunes better, 
I'll pay your bounties ; till then rest your debtor. 

1 Fish, Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady? 

Per, I'll show the virtue I have borne in arms. 

1 Fish. Why, do you take it, and the gods give thee 
good on't ! 

2 Fish. Ay, but hark you, my friend ; 'twas we that made 
up this garment through liie rough seams of the watei-s : 
there are cei-tain condolements, certain vails. I hope, sir, 
if you thrive, you'll remember from whence you had iL 

Per, Believe't, I wilL 
By vour furtherance I am cloth'd in steel ; 
Ana spite of all the rupture of the sea 
This jewel holds his building on my arm : 
Unto thy value I will mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
8hall make the gazer joy to see him tread. — 
Only, my friends, I yet am improvided 
Of a pair of bases. 

2 Fish, We'll sure provi4e : thou shalt have my best 
pown to make thee a pair; and I'll bring thee to the court 
Dtysel£ 

Per. Thep honoTir be but a goal to my will ; 
This day I'll rise, or else add iS to iU. [Exeunt. 



SCENE n. — PrNTAPOLis. A public Way or Platform 
leading to the Li'its, A Pavilion by the side of it jor tJvt 
reception of the King, Princess, Lords, dtc. 

Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, and Attendants. 
Sivn, Are the knights ready to besrin the triumph? 
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1 Lord. They are, my liege ; 
And stay your coming to present themselves. 

Sim, Return them, we are ready ; and our daughter. 
In honour of whose birth these triumphs are, 
8its here, like beauty's child, whom nature gat 
For men to see, and seeing wonder at. [Eoat a Lord* 

Tliai, It pleaseth you, my royal father, to ezprew 
My commendations great, whose merit 's less. 

Sim. It 's fit it should be so ; for princes are 
A model which heaven makes like to itself: 
As jewels lose their glory if neglected. 
So princes their renown if not respected. 
*Tis now your labour, daughter, to explain 
The honour of each knight in his device. 

Thai. Which, to preserve mine honour, Til periorm. 

Enter a Knight; he passes over, and his Squire presents hU 

shield to the Princess 

Sim^ Who is the first that doth prefer himself? 

Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renowned father; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is a black ^Ethiop reaching at the sun; 
The word, Lvx tua vita mihi. 

SijiL He loves you well that holds his life of you. 

[T^Ae Second Knight passes. 
Who is the second that presents himself? 

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is an arm'd knight that 's conquer'd by a lady ; 
The motto thus, in Spanish, Piu por dulzura que porjuerza, 

[The Third Knight passes. 

Sim. And what ^s the third? 

Thai. The third of Antioch ; 

And his device a wreath of chivalry ; 
The word. Me pompoe provexU apex. 

{The Fourth Knight passes, 

Sim. What is the fourth? 

Thai. A burning torch that's turned upside down; 
The word, Quod m£ aXit, me extinguit. 

Sim. Which shows that beauty hath his power and will. 
Which can as well enfiame as it can kill. 

[rA€ Fifth Knight iXM««. 

Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with clouds, 
Holding out gold that's by the touchstone tried; 
The motto thus, Sic spectanda Jides. 

[TU Sixth Knight (Psbiclbs) passeg. 
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Sim. And what 's the sixth and last, the which the knight 
himself 
With such a graceful courtesy delivered? 

Thai. He seems to be a stranger ; but his present is 
A withered branch, that 's only green at top ; 
The motto. In hoc ape vivo. 

Sim, A pretty moral; 
From the dejected state wherein he is, 
He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 

1 Lord. He had need mean better than his outward show 
Can any way speak in his just commend ; 

For, by his rusty outside, he appears » 

To have practised more the whipstock than the lance. 

2 Lord, He well may be a stranger, for he comes 
To an honour'd triumph strangely furnished. 

3 Lord. And on set purpose let his armour rust 
Until this day, to scour it in the dust. 

Sim, Opinion *s but a fool, that makes us scan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 
But stay, the knights are comiug : we will withdraw 
Into the galleiy. [Exeunt. 

[Cheat shouts within^ all crying " The mean knight !" 



SCENE III.— Pentapolis. A HaU qf State: a Banquet 

prepared. 

Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, Knights, and 

Attendants. 

Sim. Knights, 
To say you are welcome were superfluous. 
To place upon the volume of your deeds, 
As m a title-i)age, your worth in arms 
Were more than you expect, or more than *s fit, 
Since every worth in show commends itself. 
Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast : 
You are princes and my guests. 

Thai. ^ But you my knight and guest; 

To whom this wreath of victory I give, 
And crown you king of this day's happiness. 

Per. 'Tis more by fortune, lady, than by merit. 

Sivn, Call it by what you will, the day is yours; 
And here I hope is none that envies it. 
In framing an artist, art hath thus decreed. 
To make some good, but others to exceed. 
And you're her labour'd scholar. — Come, (^ueen o' the feast,— 
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For, danghter, so you are, — here take your pJAce 
Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace. 

Knights. We are honour'd much by good Simonides. 

Sim. Your presence glads our days : honour we love; 
For who hates honour hates the 2:ods above. 

Marshal. Sir, yonder is your pace. 

Per. Some other is more fit 

1 Knight Contend not, sir ; for we are gentlemen 
That neither in our hearts nor outward eyes 
Envy the great, nor do the low despise. 

Per. You are right courteous knights. 

Sim, Sit, sir, sit. 

Per, By Jove, I wonder, that is king of thoughts, 
These cates resist me, she but thought upon. 

Thai. By Juno, that is queen 
Of marriage, all viands that I eat 
Do seem unsavoury, wishing him my meat. 
Sure he *s a gallant gentleman. 

Sim. He's but a country gentleman; 
Has done no more than other knights have done ; 
Has broken a staff or so ; so let it pass. 

Thai, To me he seems like diamond to glass. 

Per. Yon king 's to me like to my father's picture^ 
Which tells me m that glory once he was ; 
Had princes sit, like stars, about his throne, 
And he the sun, for them to reverence ; 
None that beheld him but, like lesser lights, 
Did vail their crowns to his supremacy: 
Where now his son's like a glowworm in the night, 
The which hath fire in darkness, none in light : 
Whereby I see that Time 's the kin^ of men. 
For he 's their parent, and he is their grave. 
And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 

Sim. What, are you merry, knights? 

1 Knight. Who can be other in this royal presence? 

Sim. Here, with a cup that 's stor'd unto the brim, — 
As you do love, fill to your mistress' lips, — 
We drink this health to you. 

Knights. We thank your grace. 

Sim. Yet pause awhile : 
Yon knight, mefchinks, doth sit too melancholy, 
As if the entertainment in our court 
Had not a show might countervail his worth. 
Note it not you, Thaisa! 

Thai, What is it 

To me, my father? 
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Sim, 0, attend, my daughter : 

Princes, in this, should live like gotls above, 
Who freely give to every one that comes 
To honour them : 

And princes not doing so are like to gnats, 
Whicn make a sound, but kill'd are wonder'd at. 
Therefore to make his entrance more sweet. 
Here, say we drink this standing-bowl of wine to him. 

Thai. Alas, my father, it befits not me 
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold : 
He may my proffer teke for an offence. 
Since men take women's gifts for impudence 

Sim. How! 
Do as I bid you, or you'll move me else. 

Thai, [aside.] Now, by the gods, he could not please me 
better. 

Sim. And furthermore tell him, we desire to know of him 
Of whence he is, his name and parentage. 

Thau The king my father, sir, has drunk to you. 

Per. I thank him. 

Thai. Wishing it s ^ much blood unto your life. 

Per. I thank Isoth him and you, and pledge him freely. 

Thai. And further he desires to know of you 
Of whence you are, your name and parentage. 

Per. A gentleman of Tyre, — my name, Pericles; 
My education been in arts and arms ; — 
Who, looking for adventures in the world. 
Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men, 
And after shipwreck driven upon this shore. 

Thai. He thanks your grace ; names himself Pericles, 
A gentleman of Tyre, 
Who only by misfortune of the seas. 
Bereft of ships and men, cast on this shore. 

Sim. Now, by the gods, I pity his misfortune. 
And will awake him from his melancholv. — 
Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trides. 
And waste the time which looks for other revels. 
Even in your armours, as you are address'd, 
Will very well become a soldier's dance. 
I will not have excuse, with saying this 
Loud music is too harsh for ladies' headS; 
Since they love men in arms as well as beds. 

[The Knights dance. 
So, this was well ask'd, Hwas so well perform'd. — 
Come, sir; 
Here is a lady that wants breathing too : 
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And I have often heard you kni.s;ht8 of Tyre 
Are excellent in making ladies trip ; 
And that their measures are as excellent. 

Per, In those that practise them they are, my lord. 

Sim. 0, that 's as much as you wonla be denied 
Of your fair courtesy. {The Knights and Ladies dance.}-^ 

Unclasp, unclasp: 
Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; all have done well. 
But you the best. [To Pericles.] — Pages and lights, to 

conduct 
These knights unto their several lodgings! — ^Yovrs, sir. 
We have given order to be next our own. 

Per. I am at your grace's pleasure. 

Sim, Princes, it is too late to talk of love, 
And that 's the mark I know you level at : 
Therefore each one betake him to his rest; 
To-morrow all for speeding do their best. [Exeunt, 



SCENE rV.— Tyre. A Room in the Govemor^s House. 

Enter Helicanus and Escanes. 

Hel. No, Escanes, no; know this of me, — 
Antiochus from incest liv'd not free : 
For which, the most high gods not minding longer 
To withhold the vengeance that they had in store, 
Due to this heinous capital olfence, 
Even in the height and pride of all his glory. 
When he was seated in a chariot 
Of an inestimable value, and his daughter with him, 
A fire from heaven came, and shriveU'd up 
Their bodies, even to loathing ; for they so stunk 
That all those eyes ador'd them ere their fall 
Scorn now their hand should give them burial. 

Eaca, 'Twas very strange. 

Hel. And yet but justice ; for though 

This king were great, his greatness was no guard 
To bar heaven's shaft, but sin had his rewsuxi. 

Esca^ 'Tis very true. 

Enter three Lords. 

1 Lord, See, not a man in private conference 
Or council has respect with him but he. 

2 Lord, It shall no longer grieve without reprool 

3 Lord. And curs'd be ne that will not second it. 
1 Lord. Follow me, then. — Lord Helicane, a word* 
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Hel, With me? and welcome : happy day, my lorda. 
I Lord. Know that our giie& are risen to the top, 
And now at len^h they overflow their banks. 

HeL Your gnefe 1 for what? wrong not your prince you 
love. 

1 Lord, Wrong not yourselfi then, noble Helicane; 
But if the prince do live, let us salute him, 

Or know wnat ground 's made happjr by his breath. 
If in the world he live, we'll seek him out; 
If in his grave he rest, we'll find him there; 
And be resolVd he lives to govern us, 
Or dead, gives cause to mourn his funeral, 
And leaves us to our free election. 

2 Lord. Whose death 's indeed the strongest in onr cen 

sure: 
And knowing this kingdom, if without a head, 
lake goodly buildings left without a roo^ 
Will soon to ruin faU, — ^your noble self. 
That best know'st how to rule and how to reign, 
We thus submit unto, — our sovereign. 

All. Live, noble HeUcane! 

Ifd. For honour's cause, forbear your suffrages 
If that you love Prince Pericles, forbear. 
Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 
Where 's hourly trouble for a minute's ease. 
A twelvemonth longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the absence of your king ; 
If in which time expir'd, he not return, 
I shall with aged patience bear your yoke. 
But if I cannot wm you to this love, 
Go search like nobles, like noble subjects. 
And in your search spend your adventurous worth; 
Whom & you find, and win unto return, 
You shall like diamonds sit about his crown. 

1 Lord. To wisdom he 's a fool that will not yield ; 
And since Lord Helicane enjoineth us. 
We with our travels will endeavour it. 

ffel. Then you love us, we you, and we'll clasp hands : 
When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. [JExeunL 



SCENE V. — Pentapolis. A Room in the Palace, 

Ehiter Simonides, reading a Utter; the Knights meet him^ 

1 Knight. Grood-morrow to the good Simonides. 
Sim, Knights, from my daughter this I let you know. 



i 
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That for this twelvemonth she'll not undertake 

A maiTied life. 

Her reason to herself is only known, 

Which yet from her by no means can I get. 

2 Knight. May we not get access to her, my lord? 
Sim, Faith, by no means ; she hath so strictly tied her 

To her chamber that it is impossible. 
Cue twelve moons more she'll wear Diana^s livery; 
This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow'd. 
And on her virgin honour will not break it. 

3 Knight, Loth to bid farewell, we take our leaves. 

[Exeunt EjiightaL 
Sim. So, 
They are well despatch' d ; now to my daughter's letter: 
She tells me here she'll wed the stranger Imight, 
Or never more to view nor day nor light. 
'Tis well, mistress ; your choice agrees with mine ; 
1 Uke that well : nay, how absolute she 's in't, 
Not minding whether I dislike or no ! 
Well, I do commend her choice ; 
And will no longer have it be delay'd. — 
Soft! here he comes: I must dissemble it. 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides ! 

Sim, To you as much, sir! I am beholden to you 
For your sweet music this last night : I do 
Protest my ears were never better fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony. 

Per. It is your grace's pleasure to commend ; 
Not ray desert 

Sim. Sir, you are music's master. 

Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good lord. 

Sim. Let me ask you one thing : 
What do you think of my daughter, sir? 

Per. A most virtuous princess. 

Sim. And she is fair too, is she not ? 

Per, As a fair day in summer, — wondrous fair. 

Siin. Sir, my daughter thinks very well of you ; 
Ay, so well that you must be her master, 
And she will be your scholar : therefore look to it. 

Per. I am unworthy for her schoolmaster. 

Sim>, She thinks not so ; peruse this writing else. 

Per. [aside.] What's here? 
A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre! 
Tis the king's subtilty to have my life. — 
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0, seek not to entrap me, gracions lord, 

A stranger and distressed gentleman. 

That ne^er oim'd so high to love your daughter. 

But bent all offices to honour her. 

Sir/L Thou hast bewitch'd my daughter, and thou art 
A viUain. 

Per, By the gods, I have not : 
Never did thought of mine levy offence ; 
Nor never did my actions yet commence 
A deed might gam her love or your displeasure. 

Sim, Traitor, thou liest. 

Per. Traitor! 

Sim, Ay, traitor. 

Per. Even in his throat, — unless it be the king, — 
That calls me traitor, I return the lici 

Stm. [aside,] Now, by the gods, I do applaud his couragei 

Per. My actions are as noble as my thoughts, 
That never reUsh'd of a base descent. 
I came unto your court for honour's cause, 
And not to oe a rebel to her state ; 
And he that otherwise accounts of me, 
This sword shall prove he 's honour's enemy. 

Sim. No? 
Here comes my daughter, she can witness it. 

Enter Thaisa. 

Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair, 
Resolve your angry father if my tongue 
Did e'er solicit, or my hand subscribe 
To any syllable that made love to you. 

7'hai. W hy, sir, say if you had. 
Who takes offence at that would make me gladf 

Sim^ Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory? — 
[Aifide.] I am glad on't with all my heart. — 
I'll tame you ; I'll bring you in subjection. 
Will you, not having my consent, 
Bestow your love and your affections 
Ujion a stranger? — [aside] who, for aught I know, 
May be, — nor can I think the contrary, — 
As great in blood as I myself. — 
Therefore, hear you, mistress ; either frame 
Your will to mine, — and you, sir, hear you, 
Either be rul'd by me, or I will make you — 
Man and wife. 

Nay, come, your hands and lips must seal it too : 
And being joiu'd, I'll thus your hopes destroy;--* 
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have flesh for holidays, fish for fasting-days, and moreover 
puddings and fla])jacks ; and thou shalt be welcome. 

Per. I thank you, sir. 

2 Fish. Hark you, my friend, you said you could not beg. 

Per. I did but crave. 

2 Fish, But crave ! Then I'll turn craver too, and so I 
shall scape whipping. 

Per, Why, are all your beggars whipped, then? 

2 Fish, O, not all, my friend, not all ; for if all your beg- 
gars were whipi>ed, I woidd wish no better office than to be 
beadle. But, master, I'U go draw up the net. 

[Exeunt with Third Fisherman. 

Per. [aside.'] How well this honest mirth becomes their 
labour! 

1 Fish. Hark you, sir, do you know where ye are ? 

Per. Not well. 

1 Fish. Why, I'll tell you : this is called Pentapolia, and 
our kingthe good Simonides. 

Per. The good King Simonides, do you call him? 

1 Fish. Ay, sir ; and he deserves so to be called for his 
peaceable reign and good government. 

Per. He is a happy king, since he gains from his subjects 
the name of good by his government. How far is his 
court distant from this shore? 

1 Fish. Marry, sir, half a day's journey : and I'll tell you, 
he hath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is her birthday ; and 
there are princes and knights come from all parts of the 
world to joust and tourney for her love. 

Per. Were but my fortunes equal my desires I could wish 
to make one there. 

1 Fish. 0, sir, things must be as they may ; and what a 
man cannot get he may lawfully deal for— his wife's souL 

Re-enter Second and Third Fishermen, dravnng up a net 

2 Fish. Help, master, help! here's a fish hangs in the 
net like a poor man's right m the law ; 'twill hardly come 
out. Ha! bots on't, 'tis come at last, and 'tis turned to a 
rusty armour. 

Per. An armour, friends! I pray you, let me see it. — 
Thanks, fortune, yet, that after all my crosses 
Thou giv'st me somewhat to repair myself; 
And tWgh it was mine own, part of my heritage. 
Which my dead father did bequeath to me, 
With this strict charge, even as he left hiA life, 
Keep it, my Pericles ; it hath been a shitld 
Twixt me and death; — and pointed to this brace :^> 
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Fiyr that it ttav^d me, keep it; in like necessity, — 
TJie which gods protect thee from! — m^y defend thee. 
It kept where I kept, I so dearly lov'd it : 
Till tne rough seas, that spare not any man. 
Took it in rage, though calm'd have given*t as^n : 
I thank thee for't : my shipwreck now 's no ill ; 
Since I have here my father's gift in 's will. 

1 Fish. What mean vou, sir ? 

Per, To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of worth, 
For it was sometime target to a king ; 
I know it by this mark. He lov'd me dearly, 
And for his sake I wish the having of it ; 
And that you'd guide me to your sovereign's court, 
Where with it I may appear a gentleman ; 
And if that ever my low fortunes better, 
I'll pay your bounties ; till then rest your debtor. 

1 Fisfu Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady ? 

Per, I'll show the virtue I have borne in arms. 

1 Fish. Why, do you take it, and the gods give theo 
good on't ! 

2 Fish. Ay, but hark you, my friend ; 'twas we that made 
up this garment through liie rough seams of the watei-s : 
there are cei-tain condolements, certain vails. I hope, sir, 
if you thrive, you'll remember from whence you had iL 

Per, Believe't, I wilL 
By your furtherance I am cloth'd in steel ; 
And spite of all the rupture of the sea 
This jewel holds his building on my arm : 
Unto thy value I will mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
8hall make the gazer joy to see him tread. — 
Only, my frienda, I yet am unprovided 
Of a pair of bases. 

2 Fish, We'll sure provi4e : thou shalt have my best 
pnwn to make thee a pair; and I'll bring thee to the court 
n)ysel£ 

Per. Thep honoTir be but a goal to my will ; 
This day I'll rise, or else add iU to ill. [Exeunt, 



SCENE 11. — PrNTAPOLis. A public Way or Platform 
leading to the Li^ts. A Pavilion by the side of it jor t!u 
reception of the King, Princess, Lords, <fcc. 

Enter Simonides, Thais a, Lords, and Attendants. 
Sim, Are the knights ready to besrin the triumph? 



i 
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1 Lord. They are, my liege ; 
And stay your coming to present themselves. 

Sim. Return them, we are ready ; and our daughter, 
In honour of whose birth these triumphs are, 
iSits here, like beauty's child, whom nature gat 
For men to see, and seeing wonder at. [Exit a Lord* 

Tlvai. It pleaseth you, my royal father, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit 's less. 

Sim. It 's fit it should be so ; for princes are 
A model which heaven makes like to itself: 
As jewels lose their glory if neglected. 
So princes their renown if not respected. 
*Tis now your labour, daughter, to explain 
The honour of each knight in his device. 

Thai. Which, to preserve mine honour, Til perform. 

Enter a Knight; he passes over, ami his Squire presents 7ii» 

shield to the Princess. 

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer himself? 

Thai A knight of Sparta, my renowned father; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is a black Mthiop reaching at the sun; 
The word. Lux tua vita mild. 

Sim, He loves you well that holds his life of you. 

[T^Ae Second Knight paMe& 
Who is the second that presents himself? 

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is an arm'd knight that 's conquer'd by a lady ; 
The motto thus, in Spanish, Piu por dulzura qut porjuerza. 

[ The Third Knight passes. 

Sim. And what *s the third? 

Thai. The third of Antioch ; 

And his device a wreath of chivalry ; 
The word. Me pompce provexit apex. 

[The Fourth Knight passes. 

Sim. What is the fourth? 

Thai. A burning torch that's turned upside down; 
The word, Quod rne alit, me extinguit. 

Sim^ Which shows that beauty hath his power and will, 
Which can as well enfiame as it can kilL 

[ The Fifth Knight passes. 

Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with cloudB, 
Holding out gold that's by the touchstone tried; 
The motto thus, Sic spectanda fides. 

[TVte Sixth Knight (Psbiclbs) passes. 
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Sim. And what 's the sixth and last, the which the knight 
himself 
With such a graceful courtesy delivered? 

Thai, He seems to be a stranger ; but his present is 
A withered branch, that 's only green at top ; 
The motto, In hoc ape vivo. 

Sim, A pretty moral; 
From the dejected state wherein he is, 
He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 

1 Lord, He had need mean better than his outward show 
Can any way speak in his just commend ; 

For, by his rusty outside, he appears » 

To have practis*d more the whipstock than the lance. 

2 Lord, He well may be a stranger, for he comes 
To an honoured triumph strangely furnished. 

3 Lord. And on set purpose let his armour rust 
Until this day, to scour it in the dust. 

Sim, Opinion 's but a fool, that makes us scan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 
But stay, the knights are comiug: we will withdraw 
Into the galleiy. [EoceunL 

[Oreat shouts within, all crying ** The mean knight !" 



SCENE III.— Pentapolis. A HaU qf State: a Banquet 

prepared. 

Enter Simontdes, Thaisa, Lords, Knights, and 

Attendants. 

Sim^ Knights, 
To say you are welcome were superfluous. 
To place upon the volume of your deeds, 
As m a titie-x)age, your worth in arms 
Were more than you expect, or more than 's fit, 
Since every worth in show commends itself. 
Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast : 
You are princes and my guests. 

Thai, But you my knight and guest; 

To whom this wreath of victory I give. 
And crown you king of this day's happiness. 

Per. *Tis more by fortune, laidy, tmui by merit. 

Sim, Call it by what you will, the day is yours; 
And here I hope is none that envies it. 
In framing an artist, art hath thus decreed. 
To make some good, but others to exceed. 
And you're her &bour'd scholar. — Come, (^ueen o' the feast,— 



\ 
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SCENE II. — ^Ephesus. A Room m Cerimon's House. 

Bnter Cebimon, a Servant, and some persons who have been 

shipwrecked. 

Cer. Philemon, hoi 

Enter Philemon. 

Phil Doth my lord caU? 

Cer, Get fire and meat for these poor men ! 
It has been a turbulent and stormy night. 

Sei^. I have been in many ; but such a night as this, 
Till now, t ne'er endur'd. 

Cer. Your master will be dead ere you return; 
There 's nothing can be minister'd to nature 
That can recover him. — Give this to the Apothecary, 
And tell me how it works. [To Philemoit. 

[Exeunt aU hut Cerimon. 

Enter two Grentlemen. 

1 Oent. Good -morrow, sir. 

2 Oent. Good -morrow to your lordship. 

Cer. Gentlemen, 

Why do you stir so early? 

1 (}ent. Sir, 

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea, 
Shook as tne earth did quake ; 
The very principals did seem to rend, 
And all to topple : pure surprise and fear 
Made me to quit the house. 

2 GenL That is the cause we trouble you so early; 
'Tis not our husbandry. 

Cer. 0, you say weU. 

1 Gent, But I much marvel that your lordship, having 
Rich tire about you, should at these early hours 
Shake off the golden slumber of repose. 
It is most strange 

Nature should be so conversant with pain. 
Being thereto not compell'd. 

Cer, ^ I held it ever. 

Virtue and cunning were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches : careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend ; 
But immortality attends the former, 
Making a man a god. *Tis known I ever 
Have studied physic, through which secret art. 
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By turning o'er authorities, I have, — 

Together with my practice, — made familial 

To me and to my aid the blest infusions 

That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones ; 

And I can speak of the disturbances 

That nature works, and of her cures ; which give me 

A more content in course of true delight 

Than to be thirsty after tottering honour, 

Or tie my treasure up iu silken bags, 

To please the fool and death. 

2 Gent, Your honour has through Ephesus pour'd 
forth 
Your charity, and hundreds call themselves 
Your creatures, who by you have been restor'd i 
And not your knowle<&e, your personal pain, but even 
Your purse, still open, nath built Lord Cerimon 
Such strong renown as time shall never raze. 

Enter tivo Servants toUh a cJiest. 

IServ, So; lift there. 

Cer. What is that? 

1 Serv, Sir, even now 
Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest : 

*Tis of some wreck. 

Cer, Set't down, let *8 look upon't. 

2 Gent, 'Tis like a coffin, sir. 

Cer, Whatever it be, 

Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight: 
If the sea's stomach be overcharged with gold. 
It is a ^ood constraint of fortune that 
It belches upon us. 

2 Gent. 'Tis so, my lord. 

Cer. How dose 'tis caulk'd and bitum'dl — 
Did the sea cast it up? 

1 Serv. I never saw so huge a billow, sir, 
As toss'd it uj)on shore. 

Cer, Wrench it open; 

Soft ! — it smells most sweetly in my sense. 

2 Gent. A delicate odour. 

Cer. As ever hit my nostril. — So, up with it. — 
you most potent gods ! what's here? a corse I 

1 Gent. Most strange I 

Cer, Shrouded, in cloth of state ; balm'd and entreasur'd 
With bags of spices full I A passport too ! — 
Apollo, perfect me in the characteis! 

[Heads from a 9crolL 

VOI. VI D 
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Here I rive to understand, — 

If e'er tnis coffin drive a-land,- 

I, King Pericles, have lost 

This (lueen. worth all our mundane cost. 

Who nuds ner, give her burying; 

She was the daughter of a king : 

Besides this treasure for a fee. 

The gods requite his charity ! 

If thou Kv'st, Pericles, thou hast a heart 

ITiat even cracks for woe! — This chanc'd to-nightb 

2 GenL Most likely, sir. 

Cer. Nay, certainly to-night ; 

For look how fresh she looks! — They were too rough 
That threw her in the sea. — Make a fire within ; 
Fetch hither all my boxes in my closet. [Exit a Servantk 
Death may usurp on nature many hours, 
And yet the fire of life kindle again 
The o'erpress'd spirits. I heard of an Egyptian 
That haa nine hours lien dead, 
Who was by good appliances recovered. 

Re-enter a Servant, toith boxesy naphina, and fire. 

Well said, well said; the fire and cloths. — 

The rough and woeful music that we have, 

Cause it to sound, beseech you. 

The viol once more: — how thou stirr'st, thou block I— 

The music there ! — I pray you, give her air. — 

Gentlemen, 

This queen will live : nature awakes ; a warmth 

Breathes out of her : she hath not been entranc'd 

Above five hours : see how she 'gins to blow 

Into life's flower again ! 

1 O&at. The heavens, 
Tlirough you, increase our wonder, and set up 
Your fame for ever. 

Cer, She is alive; behold, 

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels 
Which Pericles hath lost. 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold; 
The diamonds of a most praised water 
Do appear, to make the world twice rich. — Live, 
And make us weep to hear your fate, fair creature. 
Rare as you seem to be. \Sh^ moves. 

Thai. dear Diana, 

Where am I? Where 's my lord? What world is 
this? 

2 Oent, Is not this strange? 
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1 Gent, Most rare. 

Cer. Hush, my gentle neighbours 

Lend me your hands ; to the next chamber bear her. 
€^et linen : now this matter must be look'd to. 
For her relapse is mortal. Come, come ; 
And .^culapius guide us I [Exeunt^ carrying out Thaisju 



SCENE HL — ^Thabsus. A Boom in Cleon's House. 

Enter Periclbs, Cleon, Dionyza, and Lychorida with 

Marina in her arms. 

Per. Most honoured Cleon, I must needs be gone; 
My twelvemonths are expired, and Tyrus stan(£ 
In a litigious peace. You and your lady 
Take from my heart all thankfulness ! The gods 
Make up the rest u|>on you ! 

Cle, Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt you 
mortally. 
Yet glance full wanderingly on us. 

Dion, your sweet queen ! 

That the strict fates had pleased you had brought her 

hither. 
To have bless'd mine eyes! 

Per. We cannot but obey 

The powers above us. Could I rage and roar 
As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end 
Must be as 'tis. My gentle babe Marina, — whom, 
For she was bom at sea, I have nam'd so, — here 
I charge your charity withal, leaving her 
The infant of your care ; beseeching you 
To give her princely training, that she may be 
Manner'd as she is born. 

Cle. Fear not, my lord, but think 

Your grace, that fed my country with your com, — 
For which the people's prayers still fall upon you, — 
Must in your child be thought on. If neglection 
Should therein make me vile, the common body, 
By you reliev'd, would force me to my duty : 
But if to that my nature need a spur. 
The gods revenge it upon me and mine 
To the end of generation ! 

Per. I believe you ; 

Your honour and your goodness teach me to't 
Without your vows. T31 she be married, madam. 
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By bright Diana, whom we honour, all 
Unscissar'd shall this hair of mine remain. 
Though I show ill in't. So I take my leave. 
Good madam, make me blessed in your care 
In bringing up my child. 

Dion. I have one myself^ 

\VTio shall not be more dear to my respect 
Than yours, my lord. 

Per, Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cle, We'll bring your grace e'en to the edge o' the 
shore. 
Then give you up to the vast Neptune and 
The gentlest winds of heaven. 

Per. I will embrace 

Your offer. Come, dearest madam. — 0, no tears, 
Lychorida, no tears : 

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace 
You may depend hereafter. — Come, my lord. [ExeuiU, 



SCENE IV. — Ephesus. A Room in Cerimon's House, 

Enter Cerimon and Thaisa. 

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels. 
Lay with you in your coffer : which are now 
At your command. Know you the character? 

Thau It is my lord's. 
That I was shipp'd at sea I well remember, 
Even on my eaning time ; but whether there 
Deliver'd, by the holy gods, 
I cannot risjhtly say. But since King Pericles, 
My weddei lord, I ne'er shall see again, 
A vestal livery wiU I take me to. 
And never more hav«j joy. 

Cer. Madam, if this you purpose as you speak, 
Diana's temple is not distant far, 
Where you may abide till your date expire. 
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 

Tliai. My recompense is thanks, that 's all ; 
Yet my good- will is gi'eat, though the gift smalL [Exeunt 
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ACT IV. 

Enter Gower. 

Govj. Imagine Pericles arrived at Tyre^ 
Welcomed and settled to his own desire. 
His woeful queen we leave at Epbesus, 
Unto Diana there a votaress. 
Now to Marina bend your mind. 
Whom our fast growing scene must find 
At Tharsus, ana by Cleon train'd 
In music, letters ; who hath gained 
Of education all the grace. 
Which makes her both the heart and plaioe 
Of general wonder. But, alack, 
That monster envy, oft the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina's life 
Seeks to take off by treason's knife. 
And in this kind hath our Cleon 
One daughter, and a wench full gi osini. 
Even ripe for marriage-rite ; this iliaid 
Hight PhUoten : and it is said 
For certain in our story, she 
Would ever with Marina be : 
Be't when she weav'd the sleided silk 
With fingers long, small, white as milk; 
Or when she would with sharp needle wound 
The cambric, which she made more sound 
By hurting it ; or when to the lute 
She sung, and made the night-bird mute, 
That still records with moan ; or when 
She would with rich and constant pen 
Vail to her mistress Dian ; still 
This Philoten contends in skill 
With absolute Marina : so 
With the dove of Paphos might the crow 
Vie feathers white. Marina gets 
All praises, which are paid as debts, 
And not as given. This so darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks 
That Cleon' 8 wife, with envy rare, 
A present murderer does prepare 
For good Marina, that her daughter 
Might stand peerless by this slaughter* 
The sooner her vile thoughts to stead. 
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Lychorida, our nurse, is dead : 

And cursed Dionyza hath 

The pregnant instrument of wrath 

Prest for this blow. The unborn event 

I do commend to your content : 

Only I carry winged time 

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme; 

Which never could I so convey 

Unless your thoughts went on my way.— 

Dionyza does appear. 

With Leonine, a murderer. [Ea^ 



SCENE I. — ^Tharsus. An open Place near the Seashore* 

Enter Dionyza and Leonine. 

Dion. Thy oath remember ; thou hast sworn to do't 
*Tisbut a blow, which never shall be known. 
Thou canst not do a thing i' the world so soon 
To jdeld thee so much profit. Let not conscience, 
Which is but cold, inflaming love in thy bosom. 
Inflame too nicely ; nor let pity, which 
Even women have cast off", melt thee, but be 
A soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon. T will do t ; but yet she is a goodly creature^ 

Dion. The fitter, then, the gods should have her.^ 
Here she comes weeping for her only mistress* death. 
Thou art resolv'd? 

Leon. 1 am resolv'd. 

Enter Marina with a basket o/Jhtoers, 

Mar. No, I will rob Tellus of her weed. 
To strew thy green with flowers : the yeUows, bluea^ 
The purple violets, and marigolds 
Shall as a carpet hang upon thy grave 
While summer-days do last. Ay me! poor maid. 
Bom in a tempest, when my mother died, 
Tins world to me is like a lasting storm, 
Whirring me from my friends. 

Dion. How now, Marina! why do you keep alone? 
Uow chance my daughter is not with you? Do not 
Consume your blood with sorrowing : you have 
A nurae of me. Lord, how your favour's changed 
With this unprofitable woe! Come, 
Give me your flowers ere the sea mar them. 
Walk with Leonine ; the air is quick there^ 
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And it pierces and sharpens the stomach. — Come, 
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk 'with her. 

Mar. No, I pray you ; 
I'll not bereave you of your servant. 

Dion, Corae, come; 

I love the king your feither, and yourself, 
With more than foreign heart. We every day 
Expect him here : when he shall come, and find 
Our paragon to all reports thus blasted. 
He will repent the breadth of his great voyage ; 
Blame both my lord and me that we have taken 
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you, 
Walk, and be cheerful once again ; reserve 
That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and old. Care not for me; 
I can go home alone. 

Mar, Well, I will go ; 

But yet I have no desire to it. 

Dion. Come, come, I know 'tis good for you. — 
Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least : 
Kemember what I have said. 

Leon. I warrant you, madam. 

Dion, m leave you, my sweet lady, for awhile i 
Pray, walk softly, do not heat your blood : 
What ! I must have a care of you. 

Mar„ My thanks, sweet madam.—* 

\E3M DiONYZA* 

Is this wind westerly that blows? 

Lton, South-west. 

Mar, When I was bom the wind was north. 

Lt(m, Was*t sot 

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear, 
But cried. Good seamen! to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands with hauling of the ropes; 
And, clasping to the mast, endur'd a sea 
That almost burst the deck. 

Letm, When was this? 

Mar, When I was bom : 
Never was waves nor wind more violent 
And from the ladder-tackle washes off 
A canvas-climber : Hal says one, wilt out? 
And with a dropping industry they skip 
From stem to stem : the boatswain whistles, and 
The master calls, and trebles their confusion. 

Leon, Come, say your prayers. 

Mar. What mean you? 
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Leon, If you require a Kttle space for prayer, 
I grant it : pray ; but b'e not tedious, 
For the gods are (][uick of ear, and I am sworn 
To do my work with haste. 

Mar. Why will you kill met 

Leon. To satisfy my lady. 

Mar, Why would she have me kill'd? 
Now, as I can remember, by my troth, 
I never did her hurt in all my life : 
I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn 
To any living creature : believe me, la, 
I never kill'd a mouse, nor hurt a fly : 
I trod upon a worm against my will, 
But I wept for it. How have I offended. 
Wherein my death might yield her profil^ 
Or my life imply her danger? 

Le(m, My commission 

Is not to reason of the deed, but do it. 

Mar. You will not do't for all the world, 1 hope. 
You are well-fa vour*d, and your looks foreshow 
You have a gentle heart. I saw you lately 
When you caught hurt in parting two that fought : 
Good sooth, it show'd well in you : do so now: 
Your lady seeks my life; come you between. 
And save poor me, the weaker. 

Leon. I am sworn. 

And will despatch. 

Enter Pirates whilst Mabina is struggling, 

1 Pirate, Hold^ villain ! [Leoninb runs away, 

2 Pirate. A prize ! a prize ! 

3 Pirate, H^-part, mates, half-part. Come, let 's have 
her aboard suddenly. \Exeuni Pirates with Marina. 

Re-enter Leonine. 

Leon. These roving thieves serve the great pirate Valdes, 
And they have seiz'd Marina. Let her go : 
There 's no hope she will return. I'll swear she's dead 
And thrown into the sea. — But 111 see further: 
Perhaps they will but please themselves upon her, 
Not carry her aboard. If she remain, 
Whom they have ravish'd must by me be slain. \E3M, 
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SCENE II. — ^MiTYLENK. A Room in a Brothel 

Eater Pander, Bawd, arid Boclt. 

PancL Boult, — 

Bmilt Sir? 

Pand, Search tlie market narrowly ; Mitylene is full of 
gallants. We lost too much money tiiis mart by being too 
wenchless. 

Bawd, We were never so much out of creatures. We 
have but poor three, and they can do no more than they 
can do ; and they with continual action are even as good as 
rotten. 

Pand. Therefore let 's have fresh ones, whatever we pay 
for them. If there be not a conscience to be used in eveiy 
trade we shall never prosper. 

Bawd. Thou sayest true; 'tis not our bringing up of po: r 
bastards, — as, I think, I have brought up some eleven, — 

BouU. Ay, to eleven; and brought them down again. — 
But shall I search the market? 

Bawd. What else, man? The stuff we have, a strong 
wind will blow it to pieces, they are so pitifully sodden. 

Pand. Thou sayest true ; they are too unwholesome, o* 
conscience. The poor Transylvanian is dead, that lay with 
the little baggage. 

BouU, Ay, she quickly pooped him ; she made him roast- 
meat for worms. — But 1*11 go search the market. [Exit 

Pand. Three or four thousand chequins were as pretty 
a proportion to live quietly, and so give over. 

Bawd. Why to give over, I pray you? is it a shame to 
get when we are old? 

Pand, 0, our credit comes not in like the commodity; 
nor the conmiodity wages not with the danger : therefore, 
if in our youths we could pick up some pretty estate, 'twere 
not amiss to keep our door hatch' d. Besides, the sore terms 
we stand upon with the gods will be strong with us for 
giving over. 

Bawd. Come, other sorts offend as well as we. 

Pand, As well as we! ay, and better too; we offend 
worse. Neither is our profession any trade ; it 's no calling, 
—But here comes Boult. 

Re-enter Boult, with Marina and the Pirates. 

BouU. [to Marina.] Come your ways. — ^My masters 
you say she 's a virgin? 

1 Pirate, 0, sir, we doubt it notb 
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Boult. Master, I have gone through for this piece, yon 
•ee : if you like her, so ; if not, I have lost my earnest. 

Bawd. Boult, has she any qualities? 

Boult. She has a good face, speaks well, and has excellent 
good clothes : there 's no further necessity of qualities can 
make her be refused. 

Bawd, What's her price, Boult? 

Boult It caimot be bated one doit of a thousand pieces. 

Pand. Well, follow me, my masters ; you shall have your 
money presently. Wife, take her in; instruct her what she 
has to do, that she may not be raw in her entertainment. 

[^Exeunt Pander and Pirates. 

Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her, — ^the colour of 
her hair, complexion, height, age, with warrant ;>f her vir- 
ginity ; and cry. He that will give most sJiall have her first. 
Such a maideriiead were no cheap thing, if men were as 
they have been. Get this done as I command you. 

BovM. Performance shall follow. [ExU, 

Mar, Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so slow! — 
He should have struck, not spoke ; — or that these pirates,— 
Not enough barbarous, — ^had not o'erboard thrown me 
For to seek my mother! 

Bawd. Why lament you, pretty one? 

Mar. That I am pretty. 

Bawd. (Jome, the gods have done their part in you. 

Mar. I accuse them not. 

Bawd, You are lit into my hands, where you are like to 
live. 

Mar. The more my fault 
To 'scape his hands where I was like to die. 

Bawd. Ay, and you shall live in pleasure. 

Mar. No. 

Bawd. Yes, indeed shall you, and taste gentlemen of all 
fashions. You shall fare well : you shall have the difference 
of all complexions. What ! do you stop your ears? 

Mar. Are you a woman? 

Bawd. What would you have me be, an I be not a 
woman ? 

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd. Marry, whip thee, gosling : I think I shall have 
something to do with you. Come, you are a young foolish 
sapling, and must be bowed as I would have you. 

Mar. The gods defend me ! 

Bawd, K it please the gods to defend you by men, then 
men must comfort you, men must feed you, men must stir 
you up. — Boult 's returned. 
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Re-enter Boult. 

Now, sir, hast thou cried her througli the market? 

Boult. 1 have cried her almost to the numher of her 
hairs ; I have drawn her picture with my voice. 

Bawd. And I pr'ythee tell me, how dost thon find the 
inclination of the people, especially of the younger sort? 

BouM. Faith, they listened to me as they would have 
hearkened to their father's testament. There was a 
Spaniard's mouth so watered that he went to bed to her 
very description. 

Batvd. We shall have bim here to-morrow with his best 
ruff on. 

Boult. To-night, to-night. But, mistress, do you know 
the French knight that cowers i' the hams? 

Bawd. Who? Monsieur Veroles? 

Boult. Ay : he offered to cut a caper at the proclamation ; 
but he made a groan at it, and swore he would see her 
to-morrow. 

Bawd. Well, well; as for him, he brought his disease 
hither : here he does but repair it. I know he will come in 
our shadow to scatter his crowns in the sun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a traveller, we 
should lodge them with this sign. 

Bawd, [to Mar.] Pray you, come hither awhile. You 
have fortunes coming upon you. Mark me : you must seem 
to do that fearfully which you commit willingly ; to despise 
profit where you have most gain. To weep that j'ou live as 
you do makes pity in your lovers: seldom but that pity 
begets you a good opinion, and that opinion a mere protit. 

Mar. I understand you not. 

BouU. 0, take her home, mistress, take her home : these 
blushes of hers must be quenched with some present practice. 

Bawd. Thou sayest true, i' faith, so they must ; for your 
bride goes to that with shame which is her way to go with 
warrant. 

Boult. Faith, some do, and some do not. But, mistress, 
tf I have bargained for the joint, — 

Bawd. Thou mayst cut a morsel off the spit. 

Boult. 1 may so. 

Bawd. Who should deny it ? Come, young one, 
t like the manner of your garments well. 

Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed yet. 

Batod. Boult, spend thou that in the town : report what 
I sojourner we have ; you'll lose nothing by custom. When 
lature framed this piece she meant thee a good turn; 
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therefore say what a paragon she is, and thou haat the 
harvest out of thine own re^wrt. 

Boult. I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall not so 
awake the beds of eels as my giving out her beauty stir up 
the lewdly inclined. I'll brine home some to-night. 

Bawd. Come your ways ; follow me. 

Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep, 
Untied I still my virgin knot will keep. 
Diana, aid my puqwse I 

Bawd, What have we to do with Diana? Pray you, will 
you go with us? {Exeunt, 



SCENE ni.— Tharsus. A Room in Cleon's Haute. 

Enter Cleon and Dionyza. 

Dion, Why, are you foolish? Can it be undone! 

Cle, Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun and moon ne'er look'd upon ! 

Dion, I think 

You'll turn a child again. 

Cle. Were I chief lord of all the spacious world, 
I'd give it to undo the deed. lady. 
Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess 
To equal any single crown o' the earth 
I' the justice of compare I — villain Leonine! 
Whom thou hast poison'd too : 
If thou hadst drunk to him, 't had been a kindness 
Becoming well thy fact : what canst thou say 
When noble Pericles shall demand his child? 

Dion. That she is dead. Nurses are not the fatei% 
To foster it, nor ever to preserve. 
She died at night ; I'll say so. Who can cross it? 
Unless you play the pious innocent, 
And for an nonest attribute crj' out, 
She died by foul play. 

Cle, 0, go to. Well, well. 

Of all the faults beneath the heavens the goila 
Do like this worst. 

Dion, Be one of those that think 

The petty wrens of Tharsus will fly hence. 
And open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think of what a noble strain you are, 
And of how coward a spirit. 

Cle, To such proceeding 

Who ever but his approbation added, 
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Though not his pre-consent, he did not flow 
From honourable sources. 

Dion, Be it so, then : 

Yet none does know, but you, how she came dead. 
Nor none can know, Leonme being gone. 
She did distain my child, and stood between 
Her and her fortunes : none would look on her, 
But cast their gazes on Marina's face ; 
Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin, 
Not worth the time of day. It pierc'd me thorough; 
And though you call my course unnatural, 
You not your child well loving, yet I find 
It greets me as an enterprise of kindness 
Perform'd to your sole daughter. 

Cle. Heavens forgive it! 

• Dion. And as for Pericles, 
What should he say ? We wept after her hearse^ _ 
And yet we mourn : her monument 
Is almost flnish'd, and her epitax)hs 
In guttering golden characters express 
A. general praise to her, and care m us 
At whose expense 'tis done. 

Cle. Thou art like the harpy, 

Which, to betray, dost, with thine angel's face, 
Seize with thine eagle's talons. 

DUm. You are like one that superstitiously 
Doth swear to the gods that winter kills the flies : 
But yet I know you'll do as I advise. [Exeunt, 



Enter Gower, before the Monument ofMjLKiKA. at Tharsus, 

Goto. Thus time we waste, and longest leagues make 
short; 
Sail seas in cockles, have an wish but for't ; 
Making, — to take your imagination, — 
From bourn to bourn, region to region. 
By you being pardon'd, we commit no crime 
To use one language in each several clime. 
Where our scenes seem to live. I do beseech you 
To learn of me, who stand i' the gaps to teach you 
The stages of our story. Pericles 
Is now again thwarting the wayward seas, 
Attended on by many a lord and knight, 
To see his daughter, all his life's delight. 
Old Escanes, whom Helicanus late 
Advanc'd in time to great and high estate^ 
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Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind. 
Old Helicanus goes along behind. 
Well-sailing ships and bounteous winds have brought 
This king to Tharsus, — think his pilot thought ; 
So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on,— 
To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone. 
Like motes and shadows see them move awhile; 
Your ears unto your eyes Til reconcile. 

Dumb show. 

Enter^ at one side, Pericles with his Train; Cleon and 
DioNZYA at the other, Cleon shows Pericles the Tomb 
of Marina, whereat Pericles makes lamentattonf puts 
on sackcloth, and in a mighty passion departs. Then exeurU 
Cleon and Dionyza. 

See how belief may suffer bv foul show ! 

This borrow'd passion stands for true old woe ; 

And Pericles, in sorrow all devoured. 

With sighs shot through and biggest tears o'ershower'd. 

Leaves Tharsus, and again embarks. He swears 

Never to wash his face nor cut his hairs ; 

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bears 

A tempest which his mortal vessel tears, 

And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit 

The eptaph is for Marina writ 

By wicked Dionyza. 

{Reads the inscription on Marina's MonumcwL 

The fairest, sweet'st, and best lies here. 

Who wither'd in her spring of year. 

Slie was of Tjrus the King's daughter, 

On whom foul death hath made this slaughter; 

Marina was she caird ; and at her birth, 

Thetis, being proud, swallow'd some part o' the earth 

Thereiore the earth, fearing to be o'erflow'd. 

Hath Thetis' birth-child on the heavens bestow'd : 

Wherefore she does,— and swears she'll never stint,— 

Make raging battery upon shores of flint. 

No visard does become black villany 

So well as soft and tender flattery. 

Let Pericles believe his daughter 's dead. 

And bear his courses to be ordered 

By Lady Fortune ; while our scene must play 

His daughter's woe and heavy well-a-day 

In her unholy service. Patience, then, 

And think you now are all in Mitylen. {ExtL 
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SCENE IV.— MiTYLENE. A Street before the Brothd, 

Enter^ from the Brothel, two Gentlemen. 

1 OeTit, Did you ever hear the like? 

2 OenU No, nor never shall do in such a place as this, she 
being once gone. 

1 Oent. But to have divinity preached there ! did j'ou ever 
dream of such a thing? 

2 OenU No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdyhouses : 
shall 's go hear the vestals sing? 

1 Qent. I'll do anything now that is virtuous ; but I am 
out of the road of rutting for ever. {Exeunt, 



SCENE v.— MiTYLENE. A Room in the BrotM, 

Enter Pander, Bawd, and Boult. 

Pand. "Well, I had rather than twice the worth of her 
ahe had ne'er come here. 

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her! she is able to freeze the god 
Priapus, and undo a whole generation. We must either get 
her ravished or be rid of her. When she should do for 
clients her fitment, and do me the kindness of our profession, 
she has me, her quirks, her reasons, her master-reasons, her 
prayers, her knees ; that she would make a puritan of the 
devil, if he should cheapen a kiss of her. 

Boult. Faith, I must ravish her, or she'll disfumish ua 
of all our cavaliers, and make all our swearers priests. 

Pand. Now, the pox upon her green-sickness for me! 

Bawd. Faith there 's no way to be rid on't but by the 
way to the pox. Here comes the Lord Lysimachus dis- 
guised. 

Boult We should have both lord and lown if the peevish 
baggage would but give way to customers. 

Enter Lysimachus. 

Lya. How now I How a dozen of virginities? 

Bawd, Now, the gods to-bless your honour ! 

Boult. I am glad to see your honour in good health. 

Lys, You may so ; 'tis the better for you that your re- 
Borters stand upon sound legs. How now, wholesome 
iniquity? Have you that a man may deal withal, and defy 
the surgeon? 

Bawd, We have here one, sir, if she would— but there 
never came her like in Mitylene. 
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Lys. If she'd do the deed of darkness, thou wouldst say. 

Bawd. Your honour knows what 'tis to say well enough. 

Lya. Well, call forth, call forth. _ 

BoulL For flesh and blood, sir, white and red, you shall 
see a rose ; and she were a rose indeed, if she had but, — 

Lys, What, pr'ythoe? 

BoulL O, sir, 1 can be modest. 

Lya, That dignities the renown of a bawd no less than it 
gives a good report to a number to be chaste. [Exit Boult. 

Bawd, Here comes that which grows to the stalk, — ^never 
plucked yet, I can assure you. 

Re-enter Boult with Marina. 

Is she not a fair creature? 

Lya, Faith, she \irould serve after a long voyage at sea. 
Well, there 's for you : — leave us. 

Bawd. I beseech your honour, give me leaye: a word, 
and I'll have done presently. 

Lya, I beseech you, do. 

Bawd. First, I would have you note this ia an honour- 
able man. [To Mar., whom ahe tdkea aaide. 

Mar, 1 desire to find him so, that I may worthily note 
him. 

Bawd. Next, he 's the governor of this country, and a 
man whom I am bound to. 

Mar, If he govern the country you are bound to him 
indeed ; but how honourable he is in that I know not. 

Bawd. Pray you, without any more virginal fencing, will 
you use him kindly? He will fine your apron with gold. 

Mar, What he will do graciously I will thankfully 
receive. 

Lya. Ha' you done? 

Bawd. My lord, she's not paced yet: you must take 
some pains to work her to your manage. Come, we will 
leave his honour and her together. — Go thy ways. 

[Exeunt Bawd, Pander, and Boult, 

Lya, Now, pretty one, how long have you been at this 
trade? 

Mar, What trade, sir? 

Lya, What I cannot name but I shall offend. 

Mar, 1 cannot be oflended with my trade. Please you to 
name it. 

Lya, How long have you been of this profession? 

Mar, E'er since I can remember. 

Lya. Did you go to't so young? Were you a gamestei 
at live or at seven? 
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Mar, Earlier too, sir, if now I be one. 

Ly». Wli}% the house you dwell in proclaims you to be a 
creature of sale. 

Mar, Do you know this house to be a place of such 
resort, and will come into't? I hear say you are of hon- 
ourable parts, and are the governor of this place. 

Lys, Why, hath your principal made known unto you 
who I am? 

Mar, Who is my principal? 

Lys, Why, your herb-woman; she that sets seeds and 
roots of shame and iniquity. O, you have heard some- 
thing of my power, and so stand aloof for more serious 
wooing. But I protest to thee, pretty one, my authority 
shall not see thee, or else look friendly upon thee. Come, 
bring me to some private place : come, come. 

Mar, If you were bom to honour, show it now; 
If put upon you, make the judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it. 

Lys. How 's this? how 's this? — Some more ; — ^be sago. 

Mar, For me, 
That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune 
Hath plac'd me in this sty, 
Where, since I came, 
Diseases have been sold dearer than physic, — 

that the good gods 

Would set me free from this unhallow'd place, 
Though they did change me to the meanest bird 
That flies i' the purer air! 

Lyi, I did not think 

Thou couldst have spoke so well; ne*er dream'd thou 

couldst. 
Had I brought hither a corrupted mind. 
Thy speech nad alter'd it. Hold, here 's gold for thee : 
Pera^ver in that clear way thou goest. 
And the gods strengthen thee ! 

Mar, The good gods preserve you 1 

Lys, For me, be you thoughten 
That I came with no ill intent ; for to me 
The very doors and windows savour vilely. 
Fare thee well. Thou art a piece of virtue, and 

1 doubt not but thy training nath been noble. — 
Hold, here *s more gold for thee. — 

A curse upon him, die he like a thief. 

That robs thee of thy goodness! If thou dost hear from 

me 
It shall be for thy good. 

VOI^ VI. 8 



\ 
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Re-enter Boult cm Ltsimachus ia putting up hiapurae, 

BoulU I beseech your honour, one piece for me. 

Lys. Avaimt, thou damned doorkeeper 1 Your house. 
But for this virgin that doth prop it, 
Would sink and overwhelm you. Away! [ExU, 

BouH, How's this? We must take another course with 
you. If your peevish chastity, which is not worth a break- 
fast in the cheapest country under the cope, shall undo a 
whole household, let me be gelded like a spanieL Come 
your ways. 

Mar. Whither would you have me? 

Boult, I must have your maidenhead taken oif, or the 
common hangman shall execute it. Come your ways. We'll 
have no more gentlemen driven away. Come yourwaya^ 
Isay. 

Re-enter Bawd. 

Bawd, How now! What 's the matter? 

Boult, Worse and worse, mistress ; she has here spoken 
holy words to the Lord Lysimachus. 

Bawd, O abominable! 

Boult. She makes our profession as it were to stink afore 
the face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever ! 

Boult. The nobleman would have dealt with her like a 
nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as a snowball; 
saying his prayers too. 

Bawd, Boult, take her away; use her at thy pleasure: 
crack the glass of her virginity, and make the rest mal- 
leable. 

Boult. An if she were a thornier piece of ground than 
she is, she shall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods ! 

Bawd. She conjures : away with her ! Would she had 
never come within my doors! Marry, hang you! — She's 
bom to undo us. — WiU you not go the way of womenkind? 
Marry, come up, my dish of chastity with rosemary and 
bays! [ExiL 

BoulL Come, mistress ; come your ways with me. 

Mar. Whither wilt thou have me? 

BoulL To take from you the jewel you hold so dear* 

Mar. Pr'ythee, teU me one thing first. 

Boult. Come now, your one thing. 

Mar. What canst thou wish thine enemy to be? 

BouXt. Why, I could wish him to be my master, or, 
rather, my mistress. 
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Mar. Neither of these are so bad as thou art^ 
Since they do better thee in their command. 
Thou hold'st a place for which the paiued'st fiend 
Of hell would not in reputation change : 
Thou'rt the damn'd doorkeeper to every 
Coistrel that comes inquiring for his tib; 
To the choleric fisting of every rogue 
Thy ear is liable ; thy very food is such 
As hath been belch'd on by infected lungs. 

BouU. What would you have me do? go to the wars, would 
you? where a man may serve seven years for the loss of 
a leg, and have not money enough in the end to buy him a 
wooden one? 

Mar. Do anything but this thou doest. Empty 
Old receptacles, or common sewers, of filth ; 
Serve by indenture to the common hangman : 
Any of these ways are yet better than this ; 
For what thou professest, a baboon, could he speak. 
Would own a name too dear. — O that the goog 
Would safely deliver me from this place! — 
Here, here 's gold for thee. 
If that thy master would gain by me. 
Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance, 
With other virtues which I'll keep from boast; 
And I will undertake all these to teach. 
I doubt not but this pox^ulous city will 
Yield many scholars. 

Bovlt. But can you teach all this you speak of? 

Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again. 
And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

BovU. Well, I will see what I can do for thee : if I can 
place thee, I wilL 

Mar. But amongst honest women? 

Bovlt. Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst them. 
But since my master and mistress have bought you, there 's 
no going but by their consent: therefore I will make them 
acquainted with your purpose, and I doubt not but I 
shall find them tractable enough. Come, I'll do for thee 
what I can; come your ways. [Exeunt 



\ 
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ACT V. 

Enter Gower. 

€hw, Marina thus the brothel scapes, and chances 
Into an honest house, our story says. 
She sin^s like one immortal, and she dances 
As goddess-like to her admired lays ; 
Deep clerks she dumbs ; and with her needle composes 
Nature's own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry, 
That even her art sisters the natural roses ; 
Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry: 
That pupils lacks she none of noble race. 
Who pour their bounty on her ; and her gain 
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place 
And to her father turn our thoughts again. 
Where we left him, on the sea. We there him lost ; 
Whence, driven before the winds, he is arriv'd 
Here where his daughter dwells ; and on this coast 
Suppose him now at anchor. The city striv'd 
God Neptune's annual feast to keep : from whence 
Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies, 
His banners sable, trinmi'd with rich expense ; 
And to him in his barge with fervour hies. 
In your supposing once more put your sight 
Of heavy Pericles ; think this his bark : 
Where what is done in action, more, if might, 
Shall be discovered; please you, sit, and hark. [ExiL 



SCENE L— Oti board Pericles' ship, off MUylene, A 
Pavilion on deck with a curtain before it; Pericles voithXn 
it, reclining on a couch, A barge lying beside the TyricM 
vesseL 

Enter two Sailors, OTie belonging to tJie Tyrian vessel^ the other 
to the barge; to them Helicancts. 

Tyr, SaiL Where is Lord Helicanus? he can resolvo 
you. [To the Sailor of MUylene. 

O, here he is. — 

Sir, there 's a barge put off from Mitylene, 
And in it is Lysimachus the governor. 
Who craves to come aboard. What is your will? 

JTeL That he have his. (/aU up some gentlemen. 

Tyr, Sail, Ho, gentlemen! my lord cidls. 
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Enter two or three Grentlemen. 

1 OenL Doth your lordship call? 
Hel, Gentlemen, 
There is some of wDrth would come aboard; I pray. 
Greet them fairly. 

[The Gentlemen and live two Sailors descend^ 
and go on hoard the barge, 

Enter^ from thence^ Lysimaceus and Lords, with 
the Gentlemen and the two Sailors. 

Tyr. SaU. Sir, 
This is the man that can, in aught you would, 
Resolve you. 

Lye. Hail, reverend sir! The gods preserve you! 

Hel. And you, sir, to outlive me age I am. 
And die as I would do. 

Lys, You wish me well. 

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune's triumphs. 
Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us, 
I made to it, to know of whence you are. 

Hd, First, what is your place? 

Lys, 1 am the governor 

Of this place you lie before. 

Hel, Sir, 
Our vessel is of Tjrre, in it the king ; 
A man who for this three months nath not spoken 
To any one, nor taken sustenance, 
But to prorogue his grief 

Lys, Upon what ground is his distemperature? 

Hel. 'Twould be too tedious to repeat ; 
But the main grief springs from the loss 
Of a beloved <&ughter and a wife. 

Lys. May we not see him? 

Hel. You may ; 
But bootless is your sight, — he will not speak 
To any. 

Li/s, Yet let me obtain my wish. 

Hd, Behold him [Pericles discovered]. This was a 
Till the disaster that one mortal night [goodly person 

Drove him to this. 

Lys, Sir king, aU hail I the gods preserve you I 
Hail, royal sir! 

Hd, It is in vain ; he will not speak to you. 

1 Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Mitylene, I durst wager, 
Would win some words of him. 
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Lys, *Tia well bethought. 

She, questionless, with her sweet harmony 
And other choice attractions, would aUure, 
And make a battery through his deafeu'd parts, 
Which now are midway stopp'd : 
She is all happy as the fairest of all. 
And, with her fellow maids, is now upon 
The leafy shelter that abuts against 

The island's side. [He tv/tispera first Lord, who goes off 

in the barge o/*LYSiMACHua 

Jlel Sure, all's eflfectless ; yet nothing we'll omit 
That bears recovery's name. But, since your kindneaa 
We have stretch'd thus far, let us beseech you 
That for our gold we may provision have, 
Wherein we are not destitute for want, 
But weary for the staleness. 

Lys, 0, sir, a courtesy 

Which if we should deny, the most just gods 
For every ^flf would send a caterpillar, 
And so afflict our province. — Yet once more 
Ijet me entreat to know at large the cause 
Of your king's sorrow. 

Hel. Sit, sir, I will recount it to you.— 

But, see, I am prevented. 

Re-enter, from tlie barge, First Lord, with M abina and 

a young "Lady. 

Lys. 0, here is 

The lady that I sent for. — ^Welcome, fair one!— 
Is't not a goodly presence! 

Hel. She *s a gallant lady. 

Lys. She *s such a one that, were I well assur'd 
Came of a gentle kind and noble stock, 
I'd wish no better choice, and think me rarely wed.— 
Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient: 
If that thy prosperous and artiticisd feat 
Can draw him but to answer thee in aught, 
Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 
As thy desires can wish. 

Mar. Sir, I will nse 

My utmost skill in his recovery. 
Provided 

That none but I and my companion maid 
Be suffer'd to come near him. 
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Xys. Come, let us leave her ; 

And the gods make her prosperous ! [Marina sings, 

I/ys, Marked he your music? 

Mar. No, nor looked on us. 

Lys. See, she will speak to him. 
, Mar, Hail, sir I my lord, lend ear. 

Per. Hum, ha ! 

Mar. I am a maid, 
My lord, that ne'er before invited eyes, 
But liave been gaz^d on like a comet: she speaks^ 
My lord, that, may be, hath endur'd a grief 
Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh'd. 
Though wayward fortune did nudign my state, 
My derivation was from ancestors 
Who stood equivalent with mighty kings : 
But time hath roote<^ out my parentaG;e, 
And to the world and awkward casualties 
Bound me in servitude. — [Aside.] I will desist ; 
But there is something glows upon my cheek. 
And whispers in mine ear. Go not till he speaJc. 

Per. My fortunes — parentage — ^good parentage — 
To equal mine! — ^was it not thus? what say you? 

Mar. I said, my lord, if you did know my parentage 
You would not do me violence. 

Per. I do think so. — 

I pray you, turn your eyes upon me. 
You are like something that—What countrywoman? 
Here of these shores? 

Mar, No, nor of any shores : 

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am 
No other than I appear. 

Per. I am great with woe, and shall deliver weeping. 
My dearest wife was like this maid, and such a one 
My daughter might have been : my queen's square brows ; 
Her stature to an inch ; as wand-hke straight; 
As silver- voic'd ; her eyes as jewel-like, 
And cas'd as richly; in pace another Juno; 
Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them hungry 
The more she gives them speech. — ^Where do you live? 

Mar. Where I am but a stranger : from the deck 
You may discern the place. 

Per. Where were you bred? 

And how achieved you these endowments, which 
You make more rich to owe? 

Mar. K I should tell my history, it would seem 
Like lies, disdain'd in the reportiug. 
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Per. Pr'5rfchee, speak: 

Falseness cannot come from thee ; for thou look'st 
Modest as Justice, and thou seem'st a palace 
For the crown'd Truth to dwell in: I will believe 

thee, 
And make my senses credit thy relation 
To points that seem impossible ; for thou look'st 
Like one I lov'd indeed. What were thy friends? 
Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back, — ' 
Which was when I perceiv'd tiiee, — ^that thou cam'st 
From good descending? 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Rejwrt thy parentage. I think thou said'st 
Thou hadst been toss'd from wrong to injury. 
And that thou thought'st thy griera might equal mine. 
If both were open'd. 

Mar. Some such thing 

I said, and said no more but what my thoughts 
Did warrant me was likely. 

Per. TeU thy story ; 

If thine considered prove the thousandth part 
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I 
Have suffer' d like a girl : yet thou dost look 
Like Patience gazing on kings' graves, and smiling 
Extremity out of act. What were thy friends? 
How lost thou them? Thy name, my most kind virgin? 
Recount, I do beseech thee : come, sit by me. 

Mar. My name is Marina. 

Per. 0, I am mock'd. 

And thou by some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world to laugh at me. 

Mar. Patience, good sir, 

Or here I'll cease. 

Per. Nay, I'U be patient. 

Thou little know'st how thou dost startle me, 
To call thyself Marina. 

Mar. The name 

Was given me by one that had some power, — 
My father, and a king. 

Per. How ! a king's daughter? 

And caird Marina? 

Mar, You said you would believe me; 

But, not to be a troubler of your peace, 
I will end here. 

Per. But are you flesh and blood? 

Have you a working pulse? and are no fairy? 
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Motion! — Well; speak on. Where were you bom? 
And wherefore c^dl'd Marina? 

Mar, Call'd Marina 

For I was bom at sea. 

Per, At sea ! what mother? 

Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king; 
Who died the minute I was bom, 
As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft 
Deliverd weeping. 

Per. 0, stop there a little! — 

[Aside,'] This is the rarest dream that e'er dull sleep 
Did mock sad fools withal : this cannot be : 
My daughter's buried. — Well: — where were you bred? 
I'll hear you more, to the bottom of your story, 
And never interrupt you. 

Mar, You'll scarce believe me : 'twere best I did give o'er. 

Per, I will believe jou by the syllable 
Of what you shall dehver. Yet, give me leave, — 
How came you in these parts? where were you bred? 

Mar. The king my father did in Tharsus leave me ; 
Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife, 
Did seek to murder me : and having woo'd 
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn to do't, 
A crew of pirates came and rescu'd me ; 
Brought me to Mitylena But, good sir. 
Whither will you have me? Why do you weep? It may be 
You think me an impostor: no, good faith; 
I am the daughter to King Perides, 
If good Kinffl^ericles be. 

/*er. Ho, Helicanus! 

Hel^ Calls my lord? 

Per. Thou art a grave and noble counsellor. 
Most wise in generid : tell me, if thou canst, 
What this maid is, or what is like to be, 
That thus hath made me weep? 

Hel. I know not ; but 

Here is the regent, sir, of Mitylene 
Speaks nobly of her. 

Lya, She would never tell 

Her parentage; being demanded that. 
She would sit still and weep. 

Per. O Helicanus, strike me, honoured sir ; 
Give me a gash, put me to present pain ; 
Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me 
O'erbear tne shores of my mortality. 
And di*own me with their sweetness. — 0« come hither, 
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Thou that begett'st him that did thee beget ; 
Qliou that was bom at sea, buried at Tharsus, 
And fouDd at sea again! — O Heliciinus, 
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods as loud 
As thunder threatens us : this is Marina. — 
What was thy mother's name? tell me but that. 
For truth can never be conlirm'd enough, 
Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar. First, sir, I pray, 

What is your title? 

Per. 1 am Pericles of Tyre : but tell me now 
My drown'd queen's name, — as in the rest you said 
Thou'st been godlike perfect, — thou'rt the heir of kingdomfl^ 
And another life to Pericles thy father. 

Mar, Is it no more to be your daughter than 
To say my mother's name was Thaisa? 
Thaisa was my mother, who did end 
The minute I began. 

Per. Now, blessing on thee! rise; thou art my child.— 
Give me fresh garments. — Mine own, Helicanus, — 
She is not dead at Tharsus, as she should have been 
By savage Cleon : she shall tell thee all ; 
Wlipu thou shalt kneel, and justify in knowledge 
She 18 thy very princess. — Who is this? 

Hel. Sir, 'tis the governor of Mitylene, 
Who, hearing of your melancholy state, 
Did ccme to see you. 

Per, I embrace you. — 

Give me my robes.— I am wild in my beholding— 
O heavens bless my girl! — But, hark, what music? — 
Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him 
O'er, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt. 
How sure you are my daughter. — ^But, what music? 

Hel. My lord, 1 hear none. 

Per, None! 
The. music of the spheres! — List, my Marina. 

Ljl». It is not good to cross him ; give him way. 

Per, Rarest sounds ! Do ye not hear? 

Lys, ^ My lord, I hear. [Music 

Per. Most heavenly music ! 
It nips me unto listening, and thick slumber 
Hangs upon mine eyes : let me rest. [SleepSt 

Lya. A pillow for his head : — 
So, leave him alL — Well, my companion-friends, 
If this but answer to my just belief, 
I'll well remember you. [Exeunt all hut Pkricli& 
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Diana appears to Pericles a,8%n a vision, 

Dia, My temple stands in Ephesus : hie thee thither, 
And do upon mine altar sacrifice. 
There, when my maiden priests are met together, 
Before the people all. 

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife : 
To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter's, call. 
And give them repetition to the life. 
Op perform my hidding or thou liv'st in woe ; 
Do it, and happy; by my silver bowl 
Awake, and t^ thy dream. [Disappears, 

Per, Celestial Dian, goddess argentine, 
I will obey thee. — ^Helicanus I 

Be-enter Helicanus, Lysimachus, Marina, tkc 

ffel Sir? 

Per, My purpose was for Tharsus, there to strike 
The inhospitable Cleon ; but I am 
For other service first : toward Ephesus 
Turn our blown sails; eftsoons I'll tell thee why. — 

[To Helicanus. 
Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore, [7V> Lysimachus. 
And give you gold for such provision 
As our intents will need ? 

Lys, Sir, 
With all my heart ; and when you come ashore 
I have another suit. 

Per, You shaU prevail. 

Were it to woo my daughter ; for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 

Lys, Sir, lend me your arm. 

Per, Come, my Marina. [Exeunt, 



Enter Goweb, before the Temple o/ Diana at Ephesus, 

Oow, Now our sands are almost run; 
More a little, and then done. 
This, my last boon, give me, — 
For such kindness must relieve me, — 
That you aptly will suppose 
What pageantry, what feats, what shows, 
What minstrelsy, and pretty din, 
The regent made in Mitylin, 
To greet the king. So he thriv'd. 
That he is promis'd to be wiVd 
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To fair Marina ; but in no wise 

Till he had done his sacrifice, 

As Dian bade : whereto being bound. 

The interim, pray you, all confound. 

In feather'd brie&ess sails are fillVl, 

And wishes fall out as they're will'd. 

At Ephesus the temple see. 

Our king, and all his company. 

That he can hither come so soon. 

Is by your fancy's thankful boon. {ExiL 



SCENE IL^The Temple of Diana at Ephesus; Thaisa 
standing near the altar cw high priestess; a number of 
Vir^ns on each side; Cerimon and other Inhabitants 
of Ephesus attending. 

Enter Pericles, vnth his Train ; Lysimachus, Helicanus^ 

Marina, and a Lady. 

Per. Hail, Dian ! to perform thy just conmiand, 
I here confess myself the King of Tyre ; 
Who, Sighted from my country, did wed 
At Pentapolis the fair Thaisa. 
At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth 
A maid-child, call'd Marina; who, O goddess, 
Wears yet thy silver livery. She at Tharsus 
Was nurs'd with Cleon ; who at fourteen years 
He sought to murder : but her better stars 
Brought her to Mitylene ; 'gainst whose shore 
Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us. 
Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she 
Made known herself my daughter. 

Thai. Voice and favour ! — 

You are, you are — royal Pericles! — [Faints 

Per. What means the woman? she dies! help, gentle- 
, men! 

Cer. Noble sir, 
If you have told Diana's altar true, 
This is your wife. 

Per. Reverend appearer, no , 

I threw her o'erboard with these very arms. 

Cer. Upon this coast, I warrant you. 

Per. 'Tis most certain. 

Cer. Look to the lady; — 0, she 'abut o'erjoy'd. — 
Early in blustering mom this lady was 
Thrown upon this shore. I op'd the coffin. 
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Found there rich jewels; lecover'd her, and plac*d her 
Here in Diana's temple. 

Per. May we see them? 

Cer, Great sir, they shall be brought you to my house, 
Whither I invite you, — Look, Thaisa is 
Recovered. 

Thai, 0, let me look! 
If he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to m^ sense bend no licentious ear, 
But curb it, spite of seeing. — O, my lord, 
Are you not Pericles ? like him you speak. 
Like him you are : did you not name a tempest, 
A birth and death ? 

Per, The voice of dead Thaisa I 

Thai, That Thaisa am I, supposed dead 
And drown'd. 

Per, Immortal Dian! 

Thai. Now I know you better. — 

When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 
The king my i^ther gave you such a ring. [Shows a ring. 

Per, This, this : no more, you gods ! your present kind- 
Makes my past miseries sport : you shall do weU, [nesa 
That on the touching of her lips I may 
Melt, and no more be seen. O, come, be buried 
A second time within these arms. 

Mar. My heart 

Leaps to be gone into my mother's bosom. [Kneels to Thaisa. 

Per. Look, who kneels here! Flesh of thy flesh, Thaisa; 
Thy burden at the sea, and call'd Marina 
For she was yielded there. 

Thai, Bless'd, and mine own! 

Hd, Hail, madam, and my queen ! 

Thai. I know you not. 

Per. You have heard me say, when I did fly from Tyre^ 
I left behind an ancient substitute : 
Can you remember what I call'd the man ? 
I have nam'd him oft. 

Thai. 'Twas Helicanus then. 

Per. Still confirmation : 
Embrace him, dear Thaisa ; this is he. 
Now do I long to hear how you were found ; 
How possibly preserv'd ; ana who to thank. 
Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon, my lord ; this man, through whom 
The gods have shown their power ; 'tis he 
That can from fii*st to last resolve you. 
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Per, Reverend sir, 

The gods can have no mortal officer 
More like a god than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-lives ? 

Cer. I will, my lord. 

Beseech you, first go with me to my house. 
Where shall be shown you all was found with her; 
How she came placed here in the temple; 
No needful thing omitted. 

Per. Pure Dian, bless thee for thy vision! I 
Will offer night-oblations to thee. — Thaisa, 
This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter, 
IShall marry her at Pentapolis. — And now. 
This ornament 

Makes me look dismal will I clip to form ; 
And what this fourteen years no razor touched, 
To grace thy marriage-day I'll beautify. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good credit, sir. 
My i^ther's dead. 

Per. Heavens make a star of him! Yet there, my 
We'll celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves [queen. 

Will in that kingdom spend .our following days : 
Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign. — 
Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay 
To hear the rest untold : sir, lead 's the way. [Exeunt 



Enter Gower. 

Gow. In Antiochus and his daughter you have heard 
Of moustrous lust the due and just reward : 
In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen, — 
Although assail'd with fortune fierce and keen, — 
Virtue preserv'd from feU destruction's blast. 
Led on oy heaven, and crown'd with joy at last : 
In Helicanus may you well descry 
A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty : 
In reverend Cerimon there well appears 
The worth that learned charity aye wears : 
For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 
Had spread their cursed deed, and honour'd name 
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn. 
That him aud his they in his palace bum ; 
The gods for murder seemed so content 
To punish them, — although not done, but meant. 
So, on your patience evermore attending, 
New joy wait on you ! Here our play has ending. \EmL 
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ACT L 
80ENE L—A Boom of State in Kino Lear's PaUuse. 

Enter Kent, Gloster, and Edmund. 

Kent I thought the king had more affected the Duke of 
Albany than Cornwall. 

OU), It did always seem so to us : but now, in the divi- 
sion of the kingdom, it appears not which of the dukes he 
values most ; for equalities are so weighed that curiosity in 
neither can make choice of cither's moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your son, my lord ? 

Glo. His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge : I have 
fiM> often blushed to acknowledge him that now I am brazed 
to it. 

KerU. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could: whereupon 
she grew round -wombed, and had indeed, sir, a son for her 
cradle ere she had a husband for her bed. Do you smell a 
fault? 

Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of it 
beiug so proper. 

Olo. But I have a son, sir, by order of law, some year 
elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my account: 
though thia knave came something saucily into the world 
before he was sent for, yet was his mother fair; there was 
good sport at his making, and the whoreson must be acknow- 
fedged. — Do you know this noble gentleman, Edmund? 

Edm. No, my lord. 

Qlo. My Lord of Kent : remember him hereafter as my 
houourable friend. 

Edm. My services to your lordship. 

Kent. I must love you, and sue to know you better. 

Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving. 

Olo. He hath been out nine years, and away he shall 
again. — The king is coming. \Sennet wUhitk 

VOL. VL F 
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Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Keg an, 
Cordelia, and Attendants. 

Lear, Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, Gloster. 

Glo. I shall, my liege. [Exeunt Glo. and EDBf. 

Lear. Meantime we shall express our darker purpose. — 
Give me the maj) there. — Know that we have divided 
In three our kingdom : and 'tis our fast intent 
To shake all cares and husiness from our age ; 
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 
(Jnburden'd crawl toward death. — Our son of ComwaU, 
And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 
We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. Tlie princes, France and 6nr« 

^ gundy. 
Great rivals in our youngest da^ighter's love. 
Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn, 
And here are to be answer'd. — Tell me, my daughters,— 
Since now we will divest us both of rule, 
Interest of territory, cares of state, — 
Whicli of you shall we say doth love us most ? 
That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where nature doth with merit challenge. — Goneril, 
Our eldest-born, speak tirst. 

Gon. Sir, I love you more than words can wield the 
matter; 
Dearer than eyesight, space, and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valu'd, rich or rare; 
No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, hononr; 
As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found ; 
A love that makes breath poor and speech unable ; 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 

Cor, [anide.] What shall Cordelia do? Love, and be 
silent. 

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line to this, 
With shadowy forests and with champains rich'd 
With j>lenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads. 
We make thee lady : to thine and Albany's issue 
Be this perjietual. — What says our second daughter, 
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall ? Si)eak. 

J^pfj. I am made of that self metal as my sister. 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I tind she names my very deed of love ; 
Only she comes too short, — that I profesa 
Myself an enemy to all other joy» 
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WMcli the most precious square of sense possesses ; 
And iiiid I am alone felicitate 
In your dear highness' love. 

(j&r, \a8idt.'\ Then poor Cordelia! 

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love 's 
More ponderous than my tongue. 

Lear* To thee and thine hereditary ever 
Hemain this ample third of our fair kingdom; 
No less in space, vaUdity, and pleasure 
Than that conferred on Goneril. — Now, our joy. 
Although the last, not least ; to whose young love 
The vines of France and milk of Burgundy 
Strive to be interess*d ; what can you say to draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters ? Speak. 

Cor. Nothing, my lord. 

Ltar, Nothing! 

Cor. Nothing. 

Lear, Nothing wiU come of nothing : speak again. 

Cor, Unhappy that I am, I cannot neave 
My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty 
According to my bond ; nor more nor less. 

Lear, How, how, Cordelia! mend your speech a little^ 
Lest you may mar your fortunes. 

Cot, Good my lord. 

You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me : I 
Ketum those duties back as are right fit. 
Obey you, love you, and most honour you. 
Why have my sisters husbands if they say 
They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed. 
That lord whose hand must take my plight shall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care ana duty : 
Sure I shall never marry like my sisters, 
To love my father all. 

Lpar, But goes thy heart with this ? 

Cor, Ay, good my lord, 

Lear, So young and so untender ? 

Cor, So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it l^ so, — thy truth, then, be thy dower: 
For by the sacred radiance of the sun. 
The mysteries of Hecate, and the night ; 
By all the operation of the orbs. 
From whom we do exist and cease to be ; 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity, and property of blood. 
And as a stranger to my heart and me 
liold thee, from this for ever. The barbarous Scythian, 
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Thou that begett'st him that did thee beget ; 
Thou tliat was born at sea, buried at Tharsus, 
And found at sea again! — Helic;\nus, 
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods as loud 
As thunder threatens us : this is Marina. — 
What was thy mother's name? tell me but that» 
For truth can never be conlirm'd enough, 
Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar. First, sir, I pray, 

What is your title? 

Per. 1 am Pericles of Tyre : but tell me now 
My drown'd queen's name, — as in the rest you said 
Thou'st been godlike perfect, — thou'rt the heir of kingdomi^ 
And another life to Pericles thy father. 

Mar. Is it no more to be your daughter than 
To say my mother's name was Thaisa? 
Thaisa was my mother, who did end 
Tlie minute I began. 

Per. Now, blessing on thee! rise; thou art my child.— 
Give me fresh garments. — Mine own, Helicanus, — 
She is not dead at Tharsus, as she should have been 
By savage Cleon : she shall tell thee all ; 
Wlipu thou shalt kneel, and justify in knowledge 
She 18 thy very princess. — Who is this? 

Hei. Sir, 'tis the governor of Mitylene, 
Who, hearing of your melancholy state, 
Did come to see you. 

Per. I embrace you. — 

Give me my robes. — I am wild in my beholding. — 
O heavens oless my girl! — But, hark, what music? — 
Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him 
O'er, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt, 
How sure you are my daughter. — But, what music? 

Hel. My lord, I hear none. 

Per. None! 
The music of the spheres! — List, my Marina. 

Iyilf<. It is not good to cross him ; give him way. 

Per. Rarest sounds ! Do ye not hear? 

Lys, My lord, I hear. [Music 

Per. Most heavenly music ! 
It nips me unto listening, and thick slumber 
Hangs upon mine eyes : let me rest. [Steepa, 

Lys. A pillow for his head : — 
So, leave mm alL — Well, my companion -friends, 
If this but answer to my just belief, 
I'll well remember you. [Exeunt all but PsRiCLBai 
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Diana appears to Pericles a^s in a vision, 

Dia, My temple stands in Ephesus : hie thee thither. 
And do upon mine altar sacrifice. 
There, when my maiden priests are met together. 
Before the people all. 

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife : 
To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter's, call. 
And give them repetition to the life. 
Or perform my bidding or thou liv'st in woe ; 
Do it, and happy; by my silver bowl 
Awake, and tell thy dream. [Disappears, 

Per, Celestial Dian, goddess argentiue, 
I will obey thee. — Helicanus ! 

Re-enter Helicanus, Lysimachus, Marina, Jse, 

ffel Sir? 

Per, My purpose was for Tharsus, there to strike 
The inhospitable Cleon ; but I am 
For other service first : toward Ephesus 
Turn our blown sails; eftsoons I'll tell thee why. — 

[To Helicanus. 
Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore, [To Lysimachus. 
And give you gold for such provision 
As our intents will need ? 

Lys, Sir, 
With all my heart ; and when you come ashore 
I have another suit. 

Per, You shall prevail. 

Were it to woo my daughter; for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 

Lys, Sir, lend me your arm. 

Per. Come, my Marina. [Exeunt, 



Enter Gowkr, before the Teniple o/ Diana ai Ephesus, 

Oow, Now our sands are almost run; 
More a little, and then done. 
This, my last boon, give me, — 
For such kindness must relieve me, — 
That you aptly will suppose 
What pageantry, what feats, what shows, 
What minstrelsy, and pretty din, 
The regent made in Mitylin, 
To greet the king. So he thriv*d. 
That he is promis'd to be wiv'd 
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To fair Marina ; but in no wise 

Till he had done his sacrifice, 

As Dian bade : whereto being bound. 

The interim, pray you, all confound. 

In feather'd briefiiess sails are fill'il, 

And wishes fall out as they're will'd. 

At Ephesus the temple see. 

Our king, and all his company. 

That he can hither come so soon. 

Is by your fancy's thankful boon. [EkclL 



SCENE II. -'The Temple of Diana at Ephesus; Thaisa 
standing near the altar cw high priestess; a nwmber of 
Virdns on each side; Cerimon and other Inhabitants 
of Ephesus attending. 

Enter Pericles, with his Train ; Lysimachus, Helicanus^ 

Marina, and a Lady. 

Per. Hail, Dian ! to perform thy just command, 
I here confess myself the King of Tyre ; 
Who, fiighted from my country, did wed 
At Pentapolis the fair Thaisa. 
At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth 
A maid-child, call'd Marina; who, goddess. 
Wears yet thy silver livery. She at Tnarsus 
Was nurs'd with Cleon; who at fourteen years 
He sought to murder : but her better stars 
Brought her to Mitylene ; 'gainst whose shore 
Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us. 
Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she 
Made known herself my daughter. 

Thai. Voice and favour ! — 

You are, you are — O royal Pericles! — [Faints 

Per. What means the woman? she dies! help, geutla* 
I men! 

Cer. Noble sir, 
If you have told Diana's altar true. 
This is your wife. 

Per, Reverend appearer, no , 

I threw her o'erboard with these very arms. 

Cer, Upon this coast, I warrant you. 

Per, 'Tis most certain. 

Cer. Look to the lady ; — 0, she's "but o'erjoy'd. — 
Early in blustering mom this lady was 
Thrown upon this shore. I op'd the coffin, 
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Found there rich jewels; lecover'd her, and plac*d her 
Here in Diana's temple. 

Per. May we see them? 

Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to my house, 
Whither I invite you. — Look, Thaisa is 
Recover'd. 

Thai. 0, let me look ! 
If he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to my sense bend no licentious ear. 
But curb ifc, spite of seeing. — 0, my lord, 
Are you not Pericles ? like him you speak. 
Like him you are : did you not name a tempest, 
A birth and death 7 

Per, The voice of dead Thaisa I 

Thai. That Thaisa am I, supposed dead 
And drown'd. 

Per. Immortal Dian! 

Thai. Now I know you better. — 

When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 
The king my father gave you such a ring. [Shows a ring. 

Per. This, this : no more, you gods ! your present kind- 
Makes my past miseries sport : you shall do well, [nesa 
That on the touching of her lips I may 
Melt, and no more be seen. O, come, be buried 
A second time within these arms. 

Mar. My heart 

Leaps to be gone into my mother's bosom. [Kneels to Thaisa. 

Per. Look, who kneds here! Flesh of thy flesh, Thaisa ; 
Thy burden at the sea, and call'd Marina 
For she was yielded there. 

Thai. Bless'd, and mine own! 

Hel. Hail, madam, and my queen ! 

Thai. I know you not. 

Per. You have heard me say, when I did fly from Tyre^ 
I left behind an ancient substitute : 
Can you remember what I caU'd the man ? 
I have nam'd him oft 

Thai. 'Twas Helicanus then. 

Per. Still confirmation : 
Embrace him, dear Thaisa; this is he. 
Now do I long to hear how you were foimd ; 
How possibly preserved ; and who to thank. 
Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thai. LoiS Cerimon, my lord ; this man, through whom 
The gods have shown their power; 'tis he 
That can from first to last resolve you. 
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But yet, alas, stood I within his grace, 
1 would prefer him to a better place. 
So, farewell to j'ou both. 

Heg. Prescribe not us our duty. 

Goru Let your study 

Be to content your lord, who hath received you 
At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanbed. 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Cor. Time shall unfold what plighted cunning hides : 
Who cover faults, shame them at last derides. 
Well may you prosper ! 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia. 

[Exeunt France and Cordelia. 

Oon. Sister, it is not little I have to say of what most 
nearly appertains to us both. I think our father will hence 
to-night. 

Reg. That 's most certain, and with you ; next month 
with us. 

Oon. You see how full of changes his age is ; the observa- 
tion we have made of it hath not been little : he always 
loved our sister most ; and with what poor judgment he 
hath now cast her o£F appears too grossly. 

Reg. 'Tis the intirmity of his age : yet he hath ever but 
slenderly known himselfl 

Oon. The best and soundest of his time hath -been but 
rash ; then must we look to receive from his age not alone 
the imperfections of long-engraffed condition, but there- 
withal the unruly waywardness that infirm and choleric 
years bring with them. 

Reg. Such unconstant starts are we like to have from him 
as this of Kent's banishment. 

Oon. There is further compliment of leave-taking between 
France and him. Pray you, let us hit together: if our 
father carry authority with such dispositions as he bears, 
this last surrender of his will but offend us. 

Reg. We shall farther think of it. 

Gon. We must do something, and i* the heat. [Exeunt, 



SCENE IL— -4 Hall in the Earl of Gloster's CasUe. 

Enter Edmund vMh a letter. 

Edm, Thou, nature, art my goddess ; to thy law 
My services are bound. Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom, and permit 
The curosity of nations to deprive m«^ 



SCBNB n. KING LEAR. 73 

For that I am some twelve or fourteen moonshines 
Lag of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore base? 
When my dimensions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my shape as true 
As honest madam's issue? Why brand they us 
With base? with baseness? bastardy? base, base! 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and tierce quality 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed. 
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops 
Got 'tween asleep and wake? — Well, then. 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land : 
Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund 
As to the legitimate ; fine word, — legitimate! 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 
Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I prosper. — 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards i 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Kent banish'd thus! and France in choler parted! 
And the king gone to-night! subscrib'd hie power 1 
Confin'd to exhibition ! All this done 
Upon the gad! — Edmund, how now! what news? 

Bdm, So please your lordship, none. [Putting up the letter. 

Oh, Why so earnestly seek you to put up that letter? 

Edm. I know no news, my lord. * 

Oh. What paper were you reading? 

Edm, Nothmg, my lord. 

Oh, No? What needed, then, that terrible despatch of it 
into your pocket? the quality of nothing hath not such need 
to hide itself. Let's see : come, if it be nothing, I shall not 
need spectacles. 

Edm. I beseech you, sir, pardon me : it is a letter from 
my brother that I have not all o'er-read ; and for so much 
as I have perused, I find it not fit for your over-looking. 

Oh, Give me the letter, sir. 

Edm, I shall oiBTend either to detain or give it. The 
contents, as in part I understand them, are to blame. 

Oh. Let 's see, let 's see. 

Edm^ 1 hope, for my brother's justification, he wrote this 
but as an essay or taste of my virtue. 

Oh. [reads.] This poliq/ and reverence of age make^ the 
world bitter to the best of our times; keeps our fortunes from 
vs till our oldness cannot relish them, I begin to find an idle 
and fond bondage in the oppression of aged tyranny; who 
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mvai/Sy not as it Jiath power ^ but as it is suffered. Come to 
we, that of this I rn^iy speak more. If our father would 
sleep till I waked him, you. should enjoy haf his revenue for 
ever, and live the beloved of your brother, Edgar. 

Hum — Conspiracy! — Sleep till I waked him, — you should 
enjoy half his revenue, — Sly son Edgar! Had he a hand to 
write this? a heart and a brain to breed it in? When came 
this to you? who brought it? 

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord, there's the cunning 
of it ; I found it thrown in at the casement of my closet. 

Olo. You know the character to be your brotiier's? 

Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durst swear it 
were his ; but in respect of that, I would fain think it were 
not. 

Glo. It is his. 

Edm. It is his hand, my lord ; but I hope his heart is not 
in the contents. 

Glo. Hath he never before sounded you in this business? 

Edm. Never, my lord : but I have heard him oft maintain 
it to be fit that sons at perfect age and fathers declined, 
the father should be as ward to the son, and the son manage 
his revenue. 

Glo. O villain, villain ! — His very opinion in the letter ! — 
Abhorred villain! Unnatural, detested, brutish villain! 
worse than brutish! — Go, sirrah, seek him; I'll apprehend 
him — Abominable villain ! — ^Where is he? 

Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it shall please you 
to suspend your indignation against my brother till you can 
derive from him better testimony of his intent, you shall 
run a certain course; where, if you violently proceed 
against him, mistaking his purpose, it would make a great 
gap in your own honour, and shake in pieces the heart of 
nis obedience. I dare pawn down my life for him that he 
hath writ this to feel my aifection to your honour, and to 
no other pretence of danger. 

Glo. Think you so? 

Edm. K vour honour judge it meet, I will place you 
where you shall hear us confer of this, and by an auricular 
assurance have your satisfaction; and that without any 
further delay than this very evening. 

Glo. He cannot be such a monster. 

Edm. Nor is not, sure. 

Glo. To his father, that so tenderly and entirely loves 
him. — Heaven and earth! — Edmund, seek him out; wind 
me into him, I pray you : frame the business after your own 
wisdom. I would unstate myself to be in a due resdlntioii. 
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Edm, I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey the business 
as I shall find means, and acquaint you withal. 

Glo, These late eclipses in the sun and moon portend no 
good to us : though the wisdoni of nature can reason it thus 
and thus, yet nature finds itself scourged by the sequent 
efifects : love cools, fiiendship falls ofif, brothers divide : in 
cities, mutinies ; in countries, discord ; in palaces, treason ; 
and the bond cracked 'twixt son and father. This villain 
of mine comes under the prediction ; there 's son against 
father : the kin^ falls from bias of nature ; there 's father 
•gainst child. We have seen the best of our time : machi- 
nations, hollowness, treachery, and all ruinous disorders, 
follow us disquietly to our graves. — Fmd out this villain, 
Edmund; it shall lose thee nothing; do it carefully. — And 
the noble and true-hearted Kent banished! his offence, 
honesty! — 'Tis strange. {Exit. 

Edm, This is the excellent foppery of the world, that, 
when we are sick in fortune, — often the surfeit of our own 
behaviour, — we make guilty of our disasters the sun, the 
moon, and the stars : as if we were villains by necessity ; 
fools by heavenly compulsion ; knaves, thieves, and treachera 
by spherical predominance; drunkards, liars, and adul- 
terers by an enforced obedience of planetary influence; 
and all that we are evil in, by a divme thrusting on : an 
admirable evasion of whoremaster man, to lay his goatish 
disposition to the charge of a star ! My father compounded 
with my mother under the dragon's tail, and my nativity 
was under ursa major; so that it follows I am rough 
and lecherous. Tut, — I should have been that I am, had 
the maidenliest star in the firmament twinkled on my 
bastardizing. 

Enter Edoae. 

Pat! — he comes like the catastrophe of the old comedy: 
my cue is villanous melancholy, with a sigh like Tom o* 
BedlanL — 0, these eclipses do portend these divisions! fa, 
sol, la, mi. 

Edg. How now, brother Edmimdl what serious con- 
templation are you in? 

Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read this 
other day, what should follow these eclipses. 

Edg. Do you busy yourself with that? 

Edm. I promise you, the effects he writes of succeed 
tmhappily ; as of unnaturalness between the child and tlie 

Sarent; death, dearth, dissolutions of ancient amities 
ivisions in state, menaces and maledictions against king 
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Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Reg Air, 
Cordelia, and Attendants. 

Lear, Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, Gloster. 

Glo. I shall, my liege. [Exeunt Glo. and EDBf. 

Lear. Meautiiue we shall express our darker purpose. — 
Give me the maji there. — Know that we have divided 
In three our kingdom : and 'tis our fast intent 
To shake all cares and husiness from our age ; 
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 
On burden' d crawl toward death. — Our son of Cornwall, 
And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 
We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. Tlie princes, France and Bur- 

^ gundy, 
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love. 
Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn. 
And here are to be answer'd. — ^Tell me, my daughters,— 
Since now we will divest us both of rule, 
Interest of territory, cares of state, — 
Whicli of you shall we say doth love us most t 
That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where nature doth with merit challenge. — Goneril, 
Our eldest-born, speak tirst. 

Gon. Sir, I love you more than words can wield the 
matter; 
Dearer than eyesight, space, and liberty; 
Beyond what can be valu'd, rich or rare; 
No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour; 
As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found ; 
A love that makes breath poor and speech unable ; 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 

Cor, [afiide.] What shall Cordelia do? Love, and be 
silent. 

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line to this, 
With shadowy forests and with chanipams rich'd. 
With j>lenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads. 
We make thee lady ; to thine and Albany's issue 
Be this per]»etual. — What says our second daughter, 
Oar dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall ? Si)eak. 

Jierj. I am made of that self metal as my sister, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I tind she names my very deed of love ; 
Only she comes too short, — tliat I profesa 
Myself an enemy to all other jojt 
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Which the most precious square of sense possesses ; 
And find I am aione felicitate 
In your dear highness' love. 

Cor, [aside. ] Then poor Cordelia I 

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love 's 
More ponderous than my tongue. 

Lear. To thee and thme hereditary ever 
Kemain this ample third of our fair kingdom ; 
No less in space, vaUdity, and pleasure 
Than that conferr'd on Goneril. — Now, our joy, 
Although the last, not least ; to whose young love 
The vines of France and milk of Burgundy 
Strive to be interess'd ; what can you say to draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters ? Speak. 

Cor. Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing I 

Cor. Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing will come of nothing : speak again. 

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty 
According to my bond ; nor more nor less. 

Lear. How, how, Cordelia! mend your speech a little^ 
Lest you may mar your fortunes. 

Cor. Good my lord. 

You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me : I 
fletum those duties back as are right fit. 
Obey you, love you, and most honour you. 
Why have my sisters husbands if thev say 
They love you all? Haply, when I snail wed. 
That lord whose hand must take my plight shall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care and duty : 
Sure I shall never marry like my sisters, 
To love my father all. 

Lfar. But goes thy heart with this ? 

Cor. Ay, good my lord. 

Lear. So young and so untender? 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it be so, — thy truth, then, be thy dower: 
For by the sacred radiance of the sun, 
1'he mysteries of Hecate, and the night; 
By all the operation of the orbs, 
From whom we do exist and cease to be ; 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity, and property of blood, 
And as a stranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this for ever. The barbarous Scythian, 
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to fear judgment; to fight when I cannot choose; and to 
cat no fish. 

Lear. What art thou? 

KeM. A very honest-hearted felloT7, and as poor as the 
king. 

Lear. If thou be'st as poor for a subject as he's for a 
king, thou art poor enough. What wouldst thou? 

KeM. Service. 

Lear, Who wouldst thou serve? 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow? 

Kent. No, sir ; but you have that in your coiintenance 
which I would fain call master. 

Lear. What's that? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What services canst thou do? 

Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a cnrioua 
tale in telling it, and deliver a plain message bluntly : that 
which ordinary men are fit for, I am qualified in : and the 
beat of me is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou? 

Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman for singing; 
nor so old to dote on her for anything : I have years on 
my back forty -eight. 

Lear. Follow me ; thou shalt serve me : if I like thee no 
worse after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. — Dinner, 
ho, dinner! — Where's my knave? my fool?— Go you and 
call my fool hither. {Exit an Attendant. 

Enter Oswald. 

You, you, sirrah, where 's my daughter? 

Osw. So please you, — [Etit 

Lear. What says the fellow there? Call the cloti>oll 

back. [Exit a Knight.] — ^Where's my fool, ho? — I think 

the world 's asleep. 

Re-enter Knight. 

How now! where *s that mongrel! 

Kniffht, He says, my lord, your daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me when I called 
him? 

Knight. Sir, he answered me in the roundest manner, 
he would not. 

Lear, He would not I 

Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is ; but, 
to my judgment, your higlmess is not entertained with 
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that ceremonious afFectioa as you were wont ; there 's a 
great abatement of kindness ajmears as well in the general 
dependants as in the duke himself also and your daughter. 

Lear. Ha! sayest thou so? 

Knight I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, if I be mis- 
taken; for my duty cannot be silent when I think your 
highness wronged. 

Lear, Thou but rememberest me of mine own concep- 
tion : I have perceived a most faint neglect of late ; which 
I have rather blamed as mine own jealous curiosity than 
as a very pretence and purpose of unkindness : 1 will look 
further into*t. — But where 's my fool? I have not seen him 
this two days. 

Knight Since my young lady's going into France, sir, the 
fool hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that; I have noted it welL — Go you 
and tell my daughter I would speak with her. \_Exit an 
Attendant.] — Go you, call hither my fooL 

[Exit another Attendant. 

Re-enter Oswald. 

O, you sir, you, come you hither, sir : who am 1, sir? 

Offw. My lady's father. 

Lear. My lady's father! my lord's knave: you whore- 
son dog! you slave! you cur! 

Osw. I am none of these, my lord ; I beseech your pardon. 

Lear, Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal? 

{Striking him. 

Osw. Fll not be struck, my lord. 

Kent Nor tripped neither, you base football player. 

[Tripping up his heels. 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow; thou servest me, and I'll 
love thee. 

Kejit Cume, sir, arise, away! I'll teach you differ- 
ences: away, away! If you will measure your lubbers 
length again, tarry : but away ! go to ; have you wisdom ? so. 

[Pushes Oswald <mt. 

Lexir, Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee: there's 
earnest of thy service. [Giving Kj:nt money. 

Enter Fool. 

Fool. Let me hire him too ; here 's my coxcomb. 

[Oixnng Kent his cap, 
Lear. How now, my pretty knave ! how dost thou ? 
Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb. 
Kmt. Why. fool? 
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Fool. Why, for taking one's part that's out of favour. 
Nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind sits, thou'lt 
catch cold shortly: there, take my coxcomb: why, this 
follow has banish'd two on 's daughters, and did the third 
a blessing against his will ; if thou follow him, thou must 
needs wear my coxcomb. — How now, nuncle! Would I 
had two coxcombs and two daughters ! 
Lear. Why, my boy? 

Fool. If I gave them all my living, Fd keep my coxcombs 
mysel£ There's mine; beg another of thy daughters. 
Lear. Take heed, sirrah, — ^the whip, 
FooL Truth 's a dog must to kennel ; he must be whipped 
out, when the lady brach may stand by the fire and stink. 
Lear. A pestilent gall to me ! 
Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a speech. 
Lear. Do. 
Fool, Mark it, nuncle : — 

Have more than thou showest, 
Sx)eak less than thou knowest, 
Lend less than thou owest. 
Bide more than thou goest. 
Learn more than thou trowest, 
Set less than thou throwest ; 
Leave thy drink and thy whore, 
And keep in-a-door. 
And thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 
Kent. This is nothing, fool. 

FooL Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd lawyer, — 

you gave me nothing for't. — Can you make no use of 

nothing, nuncle? 

Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out of nothing. 

Fool. Pr'ythee, tell him, bo much the rent of his land 

comes to ; he will nob believe a fool. [To Kent. 

Lear. A bitter fool! 

FooL Dost thou know the diflference, my boy, between a 
bitter fool and a sweet one? 
Lear, No, lad ; teach me. 
FooL That lord that counsell'd thee 

To give away thy land. 
Come place him here by me,— 

Do thou for him stand : 
The sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear; 
The one in motley here. 
The other found out therK 
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Lear, Dost thou call me fool, boy? 

FooL All thy other titles thou hast given away ; that thou 
wast bom with. 

KerA. This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

Fool, No, faith, lords and great men will not let me ; if I 
had a monopoly out, they would have part on't, and loads 
too: they will not let me have all fool to myself; they'll l^e 
snatching. — Nimcle, give me an egg, and I'll give thee two 
crowns. 

Lear, What two crowns shall they be? 

Fool, Why, after I have cut the egg i' the middle, and eat 
up the meat, the two crowns of toe egg. When thou 
clovest thy crown i' the middle, and gavest away both parts, 
thou borest thine ass on thy back o'er the dirt : thou hadst 
little wit in thy bald crown when thou gavest thy golden 
one away. If I speak like myself in this, let him be 
whipped that first finds it so. 

Fools had ne'er less grace in a year ; [Singing. 

For wise men are grown foppish, 
An<l know not how their wits to wear. 

Their manners are so apish 

Lear. When were you wont to be so full of songs, sirrah? 

Fool. I have used it, nuncle, e'er since tbou mad est tliy 
daughters thy mothers : for when thou gavest them the rod, 
and puttest down thine own breeches, 

Then they for sudden Joy did weep, iSinging. 

And I for sorrow snng, 
That such a king should play bo-peep, 

And go the fools among; 

Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that can teach thy 
fool to lie : I would iain learn to lie. 

Lear, An you lie, sirrah, we'll have you whijiped. 

Fool. I marvel what kin thou and thy daiigliters are: 
they 11 have me whipped for speaking true, thou'lt have me 
whipi)ed for lying ; and sometimes I am whipped for holding 
my peace. 1 had rather be any kind o' thing than a fool: 
and yet I would not be thee, nuncle ; thou hast pared thy 
wit o' both sides, and left nothing i' the middle : — ^here coiucs 
one o' the parings. 

Enter Goneril. 

Lear, How now, daughter! what makes that frontlet 
on? Methinks you are too much of late i' tlie frown. 

Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow when thou hadst no need 
to care for her frowning; now thou art an without a 
figure: I am better than thou art; I am a fool, thou art 

VOL. \u a 
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notliing. — ^Yes, forsooth, I will hold my tongue; so yonr 
face [to GoN.] bids me, though you say nothing. Mum, 
mum, 

He that keeps nor crust nor cnimb. 
Weary of all, shall want some. — 
That 's a shealed peascod. [Pointing to LsAB* 

Gon, Not only, sir, this your all-licons'd fool, 
But other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir, 
1 had thought, by making this well known unto you. 
To have found a safe redress ; but now grow fearful. 
By what yourself too late have spoke and done, 
That you protect this course, ana put it on 
By your allowance ; which if you should, the fault 
Would not scape censure, nor the redresses sleep, 
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal. 
Might in their working do you that offence. 
Which else were shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

Fool, For, you know, nuncle, 

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long 
That it had its head bit oflf by its young. 
So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear. Are you our daughter? 

Gon. I would you would make use of your good wisdom. 
Whereof I know you are fraught ; and put away 
These dispositions, which of late transport you 
From what you rightly are. 

Fool. May not an ass know when the cart draws the horse? 
— ^Whoop, Jug! I love thee. 

Lea7\ Does any here know me? — This is not Lear : 
Does Lear walk thus? speak thus? WTiere are his eyes? 
Either his notion weakens, his discemings 
Are lefchargied. — Ha! waking? 'tis not so. — 
Who is it that can tell me who I am? 

Fool. Lear's shadow. 

Lear. I would learn that ; for, by the marks of sovereignty. 
Knowledge, and reason, 
I should be false persuaded I had daughters. 

Fool. Which they will make an obedient father, 

Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman? 

Gon. This admiration, sir, is much o' the favour 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my pui'poses aright : 
As you are old and reverend, should be wise. 
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Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires; 

Men so disordered, so debosh'd and bold, 

That this our court, infected with their manners. 

Shows like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust 

Alake it more like a tavern or a brothel 

Than a grac'd palace. The shame itself doth speak 

For instant remedy : be, then, desir'd 

By her that else will take the thing she begs, 

A little to disquantity your train ; 

And the remainder, that shall still de^iend. 

To be such men as may besort your age. 

Which know themselves and you. 

Lear. Darkness and devils ! — 

Saddle my horses ; call my train together. — 
Degenerate bastard ! I'll not trouble thee : 
Yet have I left a daughter. 

Oon» You strike my people; and your disorder'd rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 

Enter Albany. 

Lear. Woe, that too late repents, — \to AlrJ 0, sir, are 
you come? 
Is it your will? Speak, sir. — Prepare my horses. — 
Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted tiend, 
More hideous when thou show'at thee in a child 
Than the sea-monster 1 

AU), I*ray, sir, be patient. 

Lear. Detested kite ! thou liest : [ To Goneril. 

My train are men of choice and rarest parts, 
That all particulars of duty know ; 
And in the most exact regard support 
The worships of their nama — most small fault, 
How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show! 
Which, like an engine, wrenched my frame of nature 
From the fix'd place ; drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the galL Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Beat at this gate, tnat let thy folly in [Striking his head. 
And thy dear judgment o it !— Go, go, my peo})le. 

Alb, My lord, 1 am guiltless, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath mov'd you. 

Lear, It may be so, my lord. 
ITear, nature, hear; dear goddess, hear! 
? u ;pend thy purpose if thou didst intend 
lo make tms creature fruitful! 
Into her womb convey sterility ! 
\)vy up in her the organs of increase; 
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But yet, alas, stood I within his grace, 
I would i^refer hiin to a better place. 
80, farewell to j'ou both. 

Heg. Prescribe not us our duty. 

Oon. Let your study 

Be to content your lord, who hath receiv'd you 
At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted. 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Cor. Time shall unfold what plighted cunning hides : 
Who cover faults, shame them at last derides. 
Well may you prosper ! 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia. 

[Exeunt France and Cordelia. 

Oon. Sister, it is not little I have to say of what most 
nearly appertains to us both. I tliink our father will hence 
to-night. 

lieg. That 's most certain, and with you ; next month 
with us. 

Oon. You see how full of changes his age is ; the observa- 
tion we have made of it hath not been little : he always 
loved our sister most; and with what poor judgment he 
hath now cast her oflf appears too grossly. 

Jieg. 'Tis the infirmity of his age : yet he hath ever but 
slenderly known himselfl 

Oon. The best and soundest of his time hath been but 
rash ; then must we look to receive from his age not alone 
the imperfections of long-engraffed condition, but there- 
withal the unruly waywardness that infirm and choleric 
years bring with them. 

Beg. Such unconstant starts are we like to have from him 
as this of Kent's banishment. 

Oon. Inhere is further compliment of leave-taking between 
France and him. Pray you, let us hit together: if oui 
father carry authority with such disjwsitions as he bears, 
this last surrender of his will but offend us. 

Beg. We shall further think of it. 

Oon, We must do something, and i' the heat. [E!xeimL 



SCENE IL—^ Hall in the Earl of Gloster's CaUle, 

Enter Edmund ivith a letter. 

Edm, Thou, nature, art ray goddess ; to thy law 
My services are bound. Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom, and permit 
The curosity of nations to deprive xus^ 
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For that I am some twelve or fourteen moonshines 
Lag of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore base? 
When my dimensions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my shape as true 
As honest madam's issue? Why brand they us 
With base? with baseness? bastardy? base, base? 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and tierce quality 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed. 
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops 
Got 'tween asleep and wake? — Well, then. 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land : 
Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund 
As to the legitimate ; fine word, — legitimate! 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 
Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I prosi)er. — 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards! 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Kent banish'd thus! and France in choler parted! 
And the king gone to-night! subscrib'd hie power 1 
Confin'd to exhibition ! All this done 
Upon the gad! — Edmund, how now! what news? 

Edm, So please your lordship, none. [Pntting up the letter. 

Oh, Why so earnestly seek you to put up that letter? 

Edm. I know no news, my lord. * 

Glo, What paper were you reading? 

Edm, Nothmg, my lord. 

Gh, No? What needed, then, that terrible despatch of it 
into your pocket? the qusdity of nothing hath not such need 
to hide itself. Let's see : come, if it be nothing, I shall not 
need spectacles. 

Edm. I beseech you, sir, pardon me : it is a letter from 
my brother that I have not all o'er-read ; and for so much 
as I have perused, I find it not fit for your over-looking. 

G/o, Give me the letter, sir. 

Edm, I shall ofifend either to detain or give it. The 
contents, as in part I understand them, are to blame. 

Glo, Let 's see, let *s see. 

Edm, 1 hope, for my brother's justification, he wrote this 
but as an essay or taste of my virtue. 

Glo. [reads.] l^his policy and reverence of age makes the 
wwld hitter to the best of onir times; keeps our fortunes from 
vs till our oldness cannot relish them, I begin to find an idle 
and fond bondage in the oppression of aged tyranny; who 
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Kent. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have delivered 
your letter. [Exit. 

Fool. If a man's brains were in's iieels, were't not in 
danger of kibes? 

Lear. Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then, I pr'ythee, be merry; thy wit shall not go 
slipshod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha! 

Fool. Shalt see thy other daughter will use thee kindly; 
for though she 's as like tliis as a crab 's like an apple, yet 
I can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. What canst tell, boy? 

FooL She "wiU taste as like this as a crab does to a crab. 
Thou canst tell why one's nose stands i' the middle on *s face? 

Lear, No. 

Fool. Why, to keep one's eyes of either side 'a nose, that 
what a man caimot smeU out, he may spy into. 

Lear. I did her wrong, — 

Fool, Canst tell how an oyster makes his shell? 

Lear. No. 

FooL Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a snail has a house. 

Lear. Why? 

Fool. Why, to put his head in ; not to give it away to hia 
daughters, and leave his horns without a case. 

Lear. I will forget my nature. — So kind a father! — ^Bo 
my horses ready ? 

FooL Thy asses are gone about 'em. The reason why the 
seven stars are no more than seven is a pretty reason. 

Lear. Because they are not eight? 

Fool. Yes, indeed : thou wouldst make a good fooL 

Lear. To take't again perforce! — Monster ingratitude! 

FooL If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee beaten 
for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How ' s that ? 

FooL Thou shouldst not have been old till thou hadst been 
wise. 

Lear. 0, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet heaven! 
Keep me in temper : I would not be mad! — 

Enter Grentleman. 

How now ! are the horses ready? 

Oent. Ready, my lord. 

Lear, Come, boy. 
. FooL She that's a maid now, and laughs at my departure. 
Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut shorter. 

[JShoeimL 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE L — A Court vnthin the Castle of the Earl of 

Glostbr. 

Enter Edmund and Curan, meeting, 

Edm. Save thee, Curan. 

Cur, And you, sir. I have been with yonr fiither, and 
given him notice that the Duke of Oomwful and Began hia 
duchess will be here with him this night. 

Edrn, How comes that? 

Cur, Nay, I know not. — ^You have heard of the news 
abroad ; I mean, the whispered ones, for they are yet but 
ear-kissing arguments? 

Edrn, Not I : pray you, what are they? 

Cur, Have you heard of no likely wars toward, *twixt the 
Dukes of Cornwall and Albany? 

Edm. Not a word. 

Cur, You mav, then, in time. Fare you well, sir. [ExU, 

Edm. The duke be here to-night? The bettor I best I 
This weaves itself perforce into my business. 
My father hath set guard to take my brotlier; 
And I have ono thing, of a queasy question. 
Which I must act :— briefness and fortune, work I ^ 
Brother, a word; — descend: — brother, I say I 

Enier Edgar. 

My father watches : — sir, fly this place ; 
Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 
You have now the good advantage of the night. — 
Have you not s])oken 'gainst the Duke of Cornwall? 
He 's coming hither; now, i' the night, i' the haste, 
And Rec;an with him : have you nothing said 
Upon his party 'gainst the Duke of Albany? 
Advise yourself. 

Edij. I am sure on't, not a word. 

Edm, I hear my father coming : — pardon me ; 
In cunning I must draw my sword upon you : — 
Draw : seem to defend yourself: now quit you well. — 
Yield: — come before my father. — Light, ho, here! — 
Fly, brother. — ^Torches, torches! — So, farewell. 

{Exit Edgar. 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[ Wounds his arm. 
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Of my more fierce endeavour: I have seen drunkards 
Do more than this in sport. — Father, lather! 
Stop, stop ! No help? 

Enter Gloster, and Servants with torches. 

Glo. Now, Edmund, where *s the villain? 

Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword out^ 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon 
To stand auspicious mistress, — 

Glo. But where is he? 

Edm, Look, sir, I bleed. 

Glo, Where is the villain, Edmund? 

Ed'in, Fled this way, sir. When by no means he could,^- 

Gh, Pursue him, hoi — Gro after. [Exeunt Servants.}— i 
By no means what? 

Edm, Persuade me to the murder of your lordship; 
But that I told him the revenging gods 
'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend ; 
Six)ke with how manifold and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father ; — sir, in fine^ 
Seeing how loathly opposite I stood 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion, 
With his prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, lanc'd mine arm : 
But when he saw my best alarum'd spirits. 
Bold in the quarrel's ri^ht, rous'd to the encounter. 
Or whether gasted by the noise I made. 
Full suddenly he fled. 

Glo. Let him fly far : 

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught ; 
And found, despatch 'd. — The noble duke my master. 
My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night : 
By his authority I will proclaim it, 
That he which finds him shall deserve our thanks. 
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake; 
He that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent. 
And found him pight to do it, with curst speech 
I threaten' d to discover him : he replied. 
Thou unposaeasing bastard ! dost thou think. 
If I would stand against thee, would the reposal 
Of any trust, virt-'ie, or worth, in thee 
Make thy words faith' d? No: what I should deny^-^ 
As this I would; ay, though thou didst produce 
My very character, — Pd turn it all 
To thy suggestion^ plot, and damned pra^itict: 



BCBNBi. KING LEAR. 89 

And tJum must make a dullard of the uxyrld^ 
If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential spurs 
To wjoke thee seek it 

Olo, strong and fastened villain I 

Would he deny his letter? — I never got him. 

[Trumpets unthin, 
Hai'k, the duke's trumpets! I know not why he comes. — 
All ports I'll bar ; the villain shall not scape ; 
The duke must grant me that : besides, his picture 
I will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of my land, 
Loyal and natural boy, I'll work the means 
To make thee capable. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 

Com. How now, my noble friend! since I came hither,— 
Which I can call but now, — I have heard strange news. 

Heg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too short 
Which can pursue the offender. How dost, my lord? 

Glo, 0, madam, my old heart is crack'd, — it 's crack'dl 

Beg. What, did my father's godson seek your life? 
He whom my father nam'd? your Edgar? 

Glo, O lady, lady, shame would have it hid! 

Beg. Was ne not companion with the riotous knighta 
That tend upon my father? 

Olo. I know not, madam: — 

It is too bad, too bad. 

Edm. Yes, madam, he was of that consort. 

Beg. No marvel, then, though he were ill affected: 
*Tis they have put him on the old man's death. 
To have the expense and waste of his revenues. 
I have this present evening from my sister 
Been well inform'd of them ; and with such cautions, 
That if they come to sojourn at my house, 
I'll not be there. 

Com. Nor I, assure thee, Regan. — 

Edmund, I hear that you have shown your father 
A child-like office. 

Edm. 'Twas my duty, sir. 

Glo. He did bewray his practice ; and recciv'd 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Com, Is he pursu'd? 

Glo, Ay, my good lord. 

Com, If he be taken he shall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpose^ 
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How in my strcn^h you please. — For you, Edmund, 
Whose virtue an(\ obedience dotb this instant 
So much commend itself, you shall be ours : 
Natures of such deep trust we shall much need; 
You we first seize on. 

Edm. I shall serve you, sir, 

Truly, however else. 

Glo. For him I thank your grace. 

Corn. You know not why we came to visit you, — 

7?e.7. Thus out of season, threading dark-ey'd night: 
Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poise, 
Wherein we must have use of your advice :— 
Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister, 
Of differences, which I best thought it fit 
To answer from our home ; the several messengers 
From hence attend despatch. Our good old &iend. 
Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our businesses, 
Which crave the instant use. 

Qlo. I serve you, madam : 

Your graces are right welcome. [Exeunk 



SCENE 11.— Befm-e Gloster's CaaUe. 

Enter Kent and Oswald severally, 

Osw. Good dawning to thee, friend : art of this house? 

Kent. Ay. 

Osw. Wliere may we set our horses ? 

Kent V the mire. 

Osw. Pr'ythee, if thou lovest me, tell me. 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Osw. Wliy, then, I care not for thee. 

Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold I would make 
tliee care for me. 

Osw. Why dost thou use me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 

Oaw. What dost thou know me for ? 

Kent. A knave, a rascal, an eater of broken meats ; a base, 
Ijroud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, hundred-pound, 
filthy, worsted-stocking knave ; a lily-livered, action-taking 
whoreson, glass-gazing, suj>erserviceable, finical rogue ; one* 
trunk -inheriting slave ; one that wouldst be a bawd, in way 
of good servit'O, and art nothing but the composition of a 
knave, beggar, coward, pander, and the son and heir of a 
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mongrel bitch: one whom I will beat into clamorous 
whining, if thou denyest the least syllable of thy addition. 

Osw. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, thus to 
rail on one that is neither known of thee nor knows thee? 

Kent. What a brazeu-faced varlet art thou, to deny thou 
knowest me ! Is it two days since I tripped up thy heels 
and beat thee before the king? Draw, you rogue: for, 
though it be night, yet the moon shines ; I'll make a sop 
o'the moonshine of you: draw, you whoreson cullionly 
barber-monger, draw. [Drawing his sword. 

Osw. Away ! I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you rascal: you come with letters against 
the king ; and take vanity the puppet's part against the 
royalty of her father : draw, you rogue, or I'll so carbonado 
your shanks : — draw, you rascal ; come your ways. 

Ofiw. Help, ho! murder! help. 

Kent Strike, you slave; stand, rogue, stand; you neat 
slave, strike. [Beating hiin, 

Osw. Help, ho! murder! murder.** 

i^Ti^crEDMCTND, CORNWALL, Eegan, Gloster, awd Servants. 

Edrn. How now! What 's the matter? 

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you please : come, I'll 
flesh you ; come on, youngmaster. 

Glo. Weapons! arms ! What 's the matter here? 

Com. Keep peace, upon your lives ; 
He dies that strikes again. What is the matter? 

Reg. The messengers from our sister and the king. 

Com. What is your difference ? speak. 

Omo. I am scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirr'd your valour. You 
cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in thee : a tailor made thee. 

Com. Thou art a strange fellow : a tailor make a man ? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir : a stone-cutter or a painter could 
not have made him so ill, though they had been but two 
hours at the trade. 

Corn. Si)eak yet, how grew your quarrel? 

Osw. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose life I have spared at 
suit of his gray beard, — 

Kent. Thou whoreson zed ! thou unnecessary letter! —My 
lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this unbolted 
villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a jakes with him. 
—Spare my gray beard, you wagtail? 

Com. Peace, sirrah! 
f ou beastly knave, know you no reverence? 

Kent. Yes, sir ; but anger hath a privilege* 
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Com. Why art thou angry? 

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear a sword. 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as these, 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords a-twain 
Which are too intrinse t* unloose ; smooth every passion 
That in the natures of their lords rebel ; 
Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ; 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With every gale and vary of their masters, 
Knowing naught, like dogs, but following. — 
A plague upon your epileptic visage ! 
Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool? 
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain 
I'd drive ye cactling home to Camelot. 

Com. What, art thou mad, old fellow? 

Oh. How fell you ont? 

Say that. 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy 
Than I and such a knave. 

Com. Why dost thou call him knave? What is his fault? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, nor his, nor hers. 

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain : 
I have seen better faces in my time 
Than stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me at this instant. 

Corn. This is some fellow 

Who, having been prais'd for bluntness, doth affect 
A saucy roughness, and constrains the garb 
Quite from his nature : he cannot flatter, he, — 
An honest mind and plain, — he must speak truth I 
An they will take it, so ; if not, he 's plaiiL 
These kind of knaves I know, which in this plainness 
Harbour more craft and more corrupter ends 
Than twenty silly ducking observants 
That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in sincere verity. 
Under the allowance of your great aspect, 
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phoebus' front, — 

Com. What mean'st by this? 

KenL To go out of my dialect, which you discommend so 
much. I know, sir, I am no flatterer : he that beguiled yoa 
in a plaui accent was a plain knave ; which, for my pai*t, I 
will not be, though I should win your displeasure to 
entreat me to't. 
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Com, What was the offence you gave him? 

Osvo, I never gave him nay : 

It pleas'd the king his roaster very late 
To strike at me, upon his misconstruction ; 
When he, compact, and flattering his displeasure, 
Tripp'd me behind ; being down, insulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him such a deal of man. 
That worthied him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self -subdu*d ; 
And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit, 
Drew on me here again. 

Kent, Kone of these rogues and cowards 

But Ajax is their fool. 

Oom, Fetch forth the stocks ! — 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend braggart, 
We'll teach you, — 

Kent, Sir, I am too old to learn : 

Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king 
On whose employment I was sent to you : 
You shall do small respect, show too bold malice 
Against the grace and person of my master, 
Stocking his messenger. 

Com, Fetch forth the stocks ! — 

As I have life and honour, there shall he sit tUl noon. 

Beg. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all night too. 

Kent. Why, madam, if I were your father's dog 
You should not use me so. 

Reg, Sir, being his knave, I wilL 

Corn. This is a fellow of the self-same colour 
Our sister speaks o£ — Come, bring away the stocks! 

[Stocks brought out, 

Olo. Let me beseech your grace not to do so : 
His fault is much, and the good king his master 
Will check him for't : your purpos'd low correction 
Is such as basest and contemned' st wretches. 
For pilferings and most common trespasses. 
Are punish'd with : the king must take it ill 
That he, so slightly valu'd in his messenger. 
Should have lum thus restrain' d. 

Com, I'll answer that. 

Jieg, My sister may receive it much more worse 
To have her gentleman abus'd, assaulted, 
For following her affairs. — Put in his legs. — 

[Kent is put in tJie stocks. 
Come, my lonl, away. [Exeunt all hut Gloster and Kent. 

GU>, I am sorry for thee, friend; 'tis the duke's pleasure, 
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Whose disposition, all the world well knows, 

Will not be rubb'd nor stopp'd: I'U entreat for thee. 

Kent Pray, do not, sir : I have watch' d, and travell'd hard; 
Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I'll whistle. 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels : 
Give you good-morrow ! 

Glo. The duke 's to blame in this ; 'twill be ill taken. 

[ExU. 

Kent. Good king, that must approve the common saw, — 
Thou out of heaven's benediction com'st 
To the warm sun ! 

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe, 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
Peruse this letter! — Nothing almost sees miracles 
But misery : — I know 'tis from Cordelia, 
Who hath most fortunately been inform'd 
Of my obscured course ; and shall find time 
From this enormous state, — seeking to give 
liosses their remedies, — All weary and o'er-watch'd. 
Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This shameful lodging. 
Fortune, good-night: smile once more; turn thy wheel! 

[He sleepj, 

SCENE IlL-'TJie open Country. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. I heard myself proclaim' d ; 
And by the happy hollow of a tree 
Escap'd the hunt. No port is free ; no place, 
That guard and most unusual vigilance 
Does not attend my taking. While I may scape 
T will preserve myself: and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape 
That ever penury, in contempt of man. 
Brought near to beast : my face I'll grime with filth; 
Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knots ; 
And with presented nakedness outface 
The winds and persecutions of the sky. 
The countrv gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam \)eggars, who, with roaring voices. 
Strike in their numb'd and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary ; 
And with this horriJole object, from low farms. 
Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and mills. 
Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayor% 
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Enforce their charity. — Poor Turlygod ! poor Tom I 

That 'b something yet : — Edgar I nothing am. [Exit 



SCENE IV.— Be/ore Glostek's CasUe, Kent in the Stocks. 

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 

Lear. *Tis strange that they should so depart from home^ 
And not send back my messenger. 

Oent. As I leam'd. 

The night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent. Hail to thee, noble masterl 

Lear. Ha! 
Mak^st thou this shame thy pastime? 

KenL No, my lord. 

Fool. Ha, ha I he woars cruel garters. Horses are tied 
by the head; dogs and bears by the neck, monkeys by the 
loins, and men by the legs : when a man is over-lusty at 
legs, then he wears wooden nether-stocks. 

Lear. What 's he that hath so much thy place mistook 
To set thee here? 

Kent. It is both he and she, 

Your son and daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Kent Yes. 

Lear. No, I say. 

Kent. I say, yea. 

Lear. No, uo ; they would not 

Kent. Yes, they have. 

Lear. By Jupiter, I swear, no, 

Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do't. 

They could not, would not do't ; tis worse thiui murdei^ 
To do upon respect such violent outrage : 
Resolve me, with aU modest haste, which way 
Thou might'st deserve or they impose this usage, 
Coming from us. 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 

I did commend your highness' letters to them. 
Ere I was risen from the place that show'd 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, 
Stew'd in his haste, half breathless, panting forth 
From Goneril his mistress salutations ; 
Delivered letters, spite of intermission. 
Which presently they read : on whose contents 
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They summon'd up their meiny, straight took horse; 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leisure of their answer; gave me cold looks: 
And meeting here the other messenger, 
Whose welcome T perceiv'd had poison'd mine, — 
Being the very fellow which of late 
liisplay'd so saucily against your highness, — 
Having more man than wit about me, drew : 
He rais'd the house with loud and coward cries. 
Your son and daughter found this trespass worth 
The shame which nere it sufifers. 
Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild-geese fly Uud 
way. 

Fathers that wear rags 

Do make their children blind; 
But fathers that bear bags 

Shall see their children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant whore, 
Ne'er turns the key to the poor. — 
But, for all this, thou shalt have as many dolours for thy 
daughters as thou can'st tell in a year. 

Lear. 0, how this mother swells up toward my heart! 
JJyfiterica passiOf — down, thou climbing sorrow, 
Thy element's below! — Where is this daughter? 
Kent With the earl, sir, here within. 
Lear. Follow me not ; 

Stay here. [ExU, 

Gent. Made you no more offence but what you speak of? 
Kent. None. 
How chance the king comes with so small a number? 

Fool. An thou hadst been set i' the stocks for that 
question, thou hadst well deserved it. 
Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. We'll set thee to school to an ant, to teach thee 
there 's no labouring in the winter. All that follow their 
noses are led by their eyes but blind men ; and there 's not 
a nose among twenty but can smell him that 's stinking. 
Let go thy hold when a great wheel runs down a hill, le«t 
it break thy neck with followmg it ; but the great one that 
goes up the hill, let him draw thee after. When a wise man 
gives thee better counsel, give me mine again: I would 
Lave none but knaves follow it, since a fool gives it. 
That sir which serves and seeks for gain. 

And follows but for form. 
Will pack when it begins to rain, 
And leave thee in the storm. 
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But T will tarry ; the fool will stay. 

And let the wise man fly : 
The knave turns fool that runs away ; 
The fool no knave, perdy. 
Kent Where leam'd you this, fool? 
FooL Not i' the stocks, fool. 

Re-enter Leab, toUh Gloster. 

Lear, Deny to speak with me? They are sick? they are 
weary? 
They have travell'd all the night? Mere fetches; 
The images of revolt and flying off. 
Fetch me a better answer. 

Glo, My dear lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the duke ; 
How unremovable and fix'd he is 
Id his own course. 

Lear, Vengeance! plague! death! confusion! — 
Fiery? what quality? why, Gloster, Gloster, 
I'd speak with the Duke of Cornwall and his wife. 

OU). Well, my good lord, I have inform'd them so. 

Lear, Inform'd them! Dost thou understand me, man? 

Olo, Ay, my good lord. 

Lear, The king would speak with Cornwall; the deal 
father 
Would with his daughter speak, commands her service : 
Are they inform'd of this? — My breath and blood! — 
Fiery? the fiery duke?— Tell the hot duke that— 
No, but not yet : — may bo he is not well : 
Infirmity doth stiU neglect all office 
Whereto our health is Doiind ; we are not ourselves 
When nature, being oppress'd, commands the mind 
To suffer with the body : I'll forbear ; 
And am fall'n out with my more headier will 
To take the indispos'd and sickly fit 
For the sound man. — Death on my state ! wherefore 

{Looking on Kent. 
Should he sit here? This act persuades me 
That this remotion of the duke and her 
Is practice only. Give me my servant forth. 
Go tell the duke and 's wife I'd speak with them. 
Now, presently : bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their chamber door I'll beat the drum 
Till it cry Sleep to death 

Olo. I would have all well betwixt you. {Exit 

Lear, me, my heart, my rising heart! — ^but, down I 

VOL. VL H 



88 KING LEAR. act it 

Of my more fierce endeavour: I have seen drunkards 
Do more than this in sport — ^Father, lather! 
Stop, stop! No help? 

Enter Gloster, and Servants toith torches. 

Glo, Now, Edmund, where *s the villain? 

Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword oni^ 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon 
To stand auspicious mistress, — 

Glo, But where is he? 

Edm, Look, sir, I bleed. 

Olo. Where is the viUain, Edmnnd? 

Edin, Fled this way, sir. When by no means he could,— 

GU), Pursue him, ho! — Gro after. [Exeunt Servante.]— • 
By no means what? 

Edm, Persuade me to the murder of your lordship; 
But that I told him the revenging gods 
'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend; 
Six)ke with how manifold and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father ; — sir, in fine^ 
Seeing how loathly opposite I stood 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion. 
With his prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, lanc'd mine arm : 
But when he saw my best alarum'd spirits. 
Bold in the quarrel's ri^ht, rous'd to the encounter. 
Or whether gasted by the noise I made, 
Full suddenly he fled. 

Glo. Let him fly far : 

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught ; 
And found, despatch'd. — The noble duke my master. 
My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night : 
By his authority I will proclaim it. 
That he wliich finds him shall deserve our thanks. 
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake; 
He that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent. 
And found him ])ight to do it, with curst si)eech 
I threaten' d to discover him: he replied, 
Thou unpossessing bastard I dost thou thinks 
If I would stand against thee, would the reposal 
Of any trust, virt-'ie, or worth, in thee 
Make thy words fa'UKd? No: what I should deny,'^ 
As this I would; ay, though thou didst produce 
My very character, — Vd turn it all 
To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice: 
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And tJum must make a dullard of the worlds 
If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential spurs 
To muke thee seek it, 

Olo. O strong and fastenM villain! 

Would lie deny his letter? — I never got him. 

[Trumpets withinm 
Hai'k, the dnke's trumpets! I know not why he comes. — 
All ports I'll bar ; the villain shall not scape ; 
The duke must grant me that : besides, his picture 
I will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of my land, 
Loyal and natural boy, I'll work the means 
To make thee capable. 

Enier Cornwall, Reoan, and Attendants. 

Com. How now, my noble friend! since I came hither,— 
Which I can call but now, — I have heard strange news. 

Keg, If it be true, all vengeance comes too short 
Which can pursue the offender. How dost, my loi'd? 

Glo, O, madam, my old heart is crack'd, — it 's crack'd! 

Reg. What, did my father's godson seek your life? 
He whom my father nam'd ? your Edgar? 

Olo, O lady, lady, shame would have it hid! 

Reg, Was he not companion with the riotous knighta 
That tend upon my father? 

Glo. I know not, madam : — 

It is too bad, too bad. 

Edm^ Yes, madam, he was of that consort. 

Reg. No marvel, then, though he were ill affected: 
'Tis they have put him on the old man's death. 
To have the expense and waste of his revenues. 
I have this present evening from my sister 
Been well inform'd of them ; and with such cautions, 
That if they come to sojourn at my house, 
I'll not be there. 

Com. Nor I, assure thee, Regan. — 

Edmund, I hear that you have shown your father 
A child-like office. 

Edm. 'Twas my duty, sir. 

Olo. He did bewray his practice ; and receiv'd 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Com, Is he pursu'd? 

Olo. Ay, my good lord. 

Corn, If he be taken he shall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpose^ 
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Oon. Why not by the hand, sir? How have I ofifendedt 
All 's not offence that indiscretion finds, 
And dotage terms so. 

Lear. O sides, you are too tough ! 

Will you yet hold? — How came my man i' the stocks? 

Com. I set him there, sir : hut his own disorders 
Deserv'd much less advancement. 

Lear, You! did you? 

Rerj. I pray you, father, being weak, seem so. 
If, till the expiration of your month. 
You will return and sojourn with my sister, 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me : 
I am now from home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dismiss'd? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o' the air ; 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — 
Necessity's sharp pinch! — Return with her? 
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless took 
Our younojest born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg - 
To keep base life a-foot. — Return with her? 
Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter 
To this detested groom. [Pointing to OswAIA 

Gon. At your choice, sir. 

Lear. I pr ythee, daughter, do not make me mad : 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell : 
We'll no more meet, no more see one another : — 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter; 
Or rather a disease that's in my flesh. 
Which I must needs call mine : thou art a boil, 
A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle 
In my corrupted blood. But I'U not chide thee; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it : 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high -judging Jove : 
Mend when thou canst ; be better at thy leisure : 
I can be patient ; I can stay with Regan, 
I and my himdred knights. 

Reg. Not altogether so : 

I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome. Give ear, sir, to my sister; 
For those that mingle reason with your passion 
Must be content to think you old, and so — 
But she knows what she does. 
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Lear, Is this well spoken? 

Reg, I dare avouch it, sir: what, fifty followers? 
Is it not well? What should you need of more? 
Yea, or so many, sith that both cha^e and danger 
Speskk 'gainst so great a number? ELow in one house, 
Soould many people under two commands 
Hold amity? 'Tis hard; almost impossible. 

Oon, Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance 
From those that she calls servants, or from mine? 

Reg, Why not, my lord? If then they chanc*d to slack 
^ you, 

We could control them. If you will come to me,— 
For now I spy a danger, — I entreat you 
To brin^.but five-and -twenty : to no more 
WiU I give place or notice. 

Lear, I gave you all, — 

Reg, And in good time you gave it^ 

Lear, Made you my guardians, my depositaries ; 
But kept a reservation to be followed 
With such a number. What, must I come to you 
With five-and -twenty. Began? said you so? 

Reg, And speak't again, my lord ; no more with me. 

Lear, Those wicked creatures yet do look well-favoui'*d 
When others are more wicked ; not being the worst 
Stands in some rank of praise. —Til go with thee : 

\To GoKERU* 
Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty, 
And thou art twice her love. 

Qim, Hear me, my lord; 

What need you five-and-twenty, ten, or five, 
To follow in a house where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you? 

Reg, What need one? 

Lear, 0, reason not the need : our basest beggars 
Are in the poorest thing superfluous : 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man*s life is cheap as beast's : thou art a lady ; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous. 
Why, nature needs not ^wmat thou gorgeous wear'st. 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm. — But, for true need,— 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need 1 
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both ! 
If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely; touch me with noble anger, 
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And let not women's weapons, water-drops, 

Stain my man's cheeks! — No, you unnatural hags, 

I will have such revenges on you both 

That all the world shall, — I will do such things, — 

What they are yet I know not ; but they shall be 

The terrors of the earth. You think I'U "w eep; 

No, I'U not weep : — 

I have full cause of weeping ; but this heart 

Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws 

Or ere I'll weep. — fool, I shall go mad! 

[Exeunt Lear, Gloster, Kent, and FooL 
Storm heard at a distance. 

Com, Let us withdraw ; 'twill be a storm. 

Reg. This house is little : the old man and his people 
Cannot be well bestow'd. 

Gon, 'Tis his own blame; hath put himself from rest^ 
And must needs taste his folly. 

Beg, For his particular, I'll receive him gladly, 
But not one follower. 

Gon, So am I purposed. 

Where is my lord of Gloster? 

Com. FoUow'd the old man forth : — ^he is retum*d. 

Re-enter Gloster. 

do. The king is in high rage. 

Citm, Whither is he going? 

Glo. He calls to horse ; but will I know not whitner. 

Corn. 'Tis best to give him way ; he leads himsel£ 

Gon, My lord, entreat him by no means to stay. 

Glo. Alack, the night comes on, and the high winds 
Do sorely ruffle ; for many miles about 
There 's scarce a bush. 

Reg. O, sir, to wilful men 

The injuries that they themselves procure 
Must be their schoolmasters. Shut up your doors: 
He is attended with a desperate train ; 
And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear. 

C(yni. Shut up your doors, my lord ; 'tis a wild night : 
My Regan counsels well : come out o' the storm. [Exeunt, 
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ACT III. 

SCENE L—A Heath. 

A stomiy with thunder and lightning. Enter Kent and a 

Grentleinan, meeting, 

Kent, Who's there, besides foul weather? 

Gent. One minded like the weather, most unquietly, 

Kent. I know you. Where 's the king? 

Gent Contending with the fretful elements ; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea. 
Or swell the curled waters 'bove the main, 
That things might change or cease ; tears his white hair. 
Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage, 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of; 
Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-and-fro conflicting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch. 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs, 
And bids what will take alL 

Kent, But who is with him? 

Gent, None but the fool ; who labours to out-jest 
His heart-struck injuries. 

Kent, Sir, I do know you; 

And dare, upon the warrant of my note, 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is divisioiiy 
Although as yet the face of it be cover'd 
With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and Cornwall ; 
Who have, — as who have not, that their great stars 
Throne and set high? — servants who seem no less, 
Which are to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state; what hath been seen. 
Either in snuffs and packings of the dukes ; 
Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper, 
"Wnereof perchance these are but furnishings ; — 
But true it is, from France there comes a power 
Into this scatter'd kingdom ; who already, 
Wise in our negligence, have secret feet 
In some of our best ports, and are at point 
To show their open banner. — Now to you : 
If on my credit you dai'e build so far 
To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 
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Some that will thank you making just report 
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 
The king hath cause to plain. 
I am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 
And from some knowledge and a':surance offer 
This office to you. 

Gent, I wiU talk further with you. 

KerU, No, do not. 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out wall, open this purse, and take 
What it contains. If you shall see Cordelia, — 
As fear not but you shall, — show her this ring; 
And she will tell you who your fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this storm! 
I will go seek the king. 

Oent. Give me your hand : have you no more to say? 

Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all yet, — 
That when we have found the king, — in which your pain 
That way, I'll this, — ^he that first lights on him 
Holla the other. [Exeunt severally. 



SCENE n. — Another part of the Heath. Storm continues. 

Enter Leab and FooL 

Lear. Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! rage! blow! 
You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout 
Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd the cocks! 
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt couriers of oak -cleaving thunderbolts. 
Singe my white head ! And thou, all-shaking thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world! 
Crack nature's moulds, all germens spill at once, 
That make ingrateful man! 

Fool. O nuncle, court holy water in a dry house is better 
than this rain-water out o' door. Good nuncle, in ; ask thy 
daughters' blessing : here 's a night pities neither wise men 
nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly ful ! Spit, fire! spout, rain I 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness ; 
I never gave you Idngdom, call'd you children ; 
You owe me no subscription : then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slavey 
A poor, infirm^ weak, and despis'd old man : — 
But yet I call you servile ministers^ 
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That will with two pernicious daughters join 
Your high-engender d battles 'gainst a head 
So old and wfiite as this. O! ! 'tis foul! 

Fool, He that has a house to put 's head in has a good 
head-piece. 

The cod-piece that will house 

Betore the head has any. 
The head and he shall louse ; 

So beggars marry many. 
The man that makes his toe 

What he his heart should make 
Shall of a corn cry woe, 
And turn his sleep to wake. 
— for there was never yet fair woman but she made mouths 
in a glass. 

Lear, Ko, I will be the pattern of all patience; I will 
say nothing. 

Enter Kent. 

Kent Who's there? 

Fool. Marry, here's grace and a cod-piece; that's a wise 
man and a fool. 

Kent, Alas, sir, are you here? things that love night 
Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies 
Callow the very wanderers of the dark. 
And make them keep their caves : since I was man, 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain I never 
Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot carry 
The affliction nor the fear. 

Lear, Let the great gods, 

That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipp'd of justice: hide thee, thou bloody hand; 
Thou'perjur'd, and thou simular of virtue 
That art incestuous : caitiff, to pieces shake, 
That under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practis'd on man's life : close pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and cry 
These dreadful summoners grace. — I am a man 
More sinn'd against than sinning. 

Kent, Alack, bare-headed! 

Gracious my Iqrd, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest: 
Repose you there, while I to this nard hoose^-* 
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More harder than the stones whereof 'tis rais'd; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Denied me to come in, — return, and force 
Their scanted courtesy. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn. — 

Come on, my boy: how dost, my boy? art cold? 
I am cold mysel£ — Where is this straw, my fellow? 
ITie art of our necessities is strange, 

That can make vile things precious. Come, your hoveL— 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That 's sorry yet for thee. 

Fool, He that has and a little tiny wit,— {Svnginff, 

With heigh, ho, the wind and the rain,— 
Must make content with his fortunes fit, 
Though the rain it raineth every day. 

Lear, True, boy. — Come, bring us to this hoveL 

[Eoceunt Lear and Kert. 
Fool. This is a brave night to cool a. courtezaiL— 
1*11 speak a prophecy ere I go : — 

When priests are more in word than matter; 

When brewers mar their malfc with water; 

When nobles are their tailors* tutors ; 

No heretics bum'd, but wenches' suitors; 

When every case in law is right ; 

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight; 

When slanders do not live in tongues ; 

Nor cutpurses come not tp throngs ; 

When usurers tell their gold i' the field ; 

And bawds and whores do churches build ;-^ 

Then shall the realm of Albion 

Come to great confusion : 

Then comes the time, who lives to see't 

That going shall be us'd with feet. 

This prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I live before his time. 

[EjdL 



SCENE IIL— -4 Room in Gloster's Castle, 

Enter Gloster and Edmund. 

Olo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatural 
dealing. When I desired their leave that I might pity h^m^ 
they took from me the use of mine own house ; chained me^ 
on pain of perpetual displeasure, neither to speak of him, 
entreat for him, nor any way sustain him. 
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Edm. Most savage and unnatural ! 

Glo. Go to ; say you nothing. Inhere is division between 
the dukes ; and a worse matter than that : I have received 
a letter this night ; — ^'tis dangerous to be spoken ; — I have 
locked the letter in my closet : these injuries the king now 
bears will be revenged home; there is i)art of a power 
already footed : we must incline to the King. I will seek 
him, and privily relieve him: go you and maintain talk 
with the duke, that my charity be not of him perceived : if 
he ask for me, I am ill, and gone to bed. If I die for it, as 
no less is threatened me, the king my old master must be 
relieved. There is strange things toward, Edmund; pray 
you, be careful. [Exit, 

Edm, This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke 
Instantly know ; and of that letter too : — 
This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which m^ father loses, — no less than all: 
The younger nses when the old doth faJl. [Exit, 



SCENE IV.— u4 part of the Heath with a Hovel 

Storm contiuTiea. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and FooL 

Kent. Here is the place, my lord; good my lord, enters 
The tyranny of the open night *s too rough 
For nature to endure. 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear, Wilt break my heart? 

Kent. I had rather break mine own. Good my lord, enter. 

Lear. Thou think'st 'tis much that this contentious storm 
Invades us to the skin : so 'tis to thee ; 
But where the greater malady is fix'd 
The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'dst shun a bear ; 
But if thy flight lay toward the roaring sea, 
Thou'dst meet the bear i' the mouth. When the mind *a 

free 
The body's delicate: the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeUng else 
Save what beats there. — Filial ingratitude! 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand 
For lifting food to't? — But I will punish home : — 
No, I will weep no more. — In sucn a night 
To shut me out ! — Pour on ; I will endure . — 
In such a night as this! Regan, Gonerill — 
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Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all,^- 
O, that way madness lies ; let me shun that ; 
No more of that. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyself; seek thine own ease: 
This tempest wiU not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more. — But I'll go in. — 
In, boy; go first [to the Fool]. — You houseless poverty, — 
Nay, get thee in. Til pray, and then I'll sleep. — 

[Fool goes m. 
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 
How shall your houseless heads and unfed sides 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedness, defend yon 
From seasons such as these? 0, I have ta'en 
Too little care of this! Take physic, pomp; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches reel. 
That thou mayst shake the superflux to them, 
And show the heavens more just. 

Edg. \within.'\ Fathom and half, fathom and half! Ponz 
Tom ! [The Fool runs (yuXjr&m the hoveL 

Fool. Come not in'here, nuncle, here 's a spirit. 
Help me, help me! 

KenL Give me thy hand. — ^Who 's there? 

Fool. A spirit, a spirit : he says his name 's poor Tom. 

Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there i' the straw? 
Come forth. 

Enter Edoab, disguised as a madman. 

Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me ! — 
Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. — 
Hum! go to thy cold bed and warm thee. 

Lear. Didst thou give all to thy daughters? 
And art thou come to this? 

Edg. Who gives anything to poor Tom? whom the foul 
fiend hath led through fire and through flame, through 
ford and whirlpool, o er bog and quagmire ; that hath laid 
Itnives under his pillow, and halters in his pew ; set rats- 
bane by his ^mdge; made him proud of heart, to ride 
on a bay trottmg-horse over four-inched bridges, to course 
his own shadow for a traitor. — Bless thy five wits! — ^Tom 's 
a-cold. — 0, do de, do de, do de. — Bless thee from whirl- 
winds, star-blasting, and taking! Do poor Tom some 
charity, whom the foul fiend vexes : — there could I have him 
aow, — ^and there, — and there, — and there again, and there. 

[JStorm contmuut 
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Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to this pass? — 
Gouldst thou save nothing? Didst thou give 'em all? 

FooL Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had been all 
shamed. 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er men's faults light on thy daughters ! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have subdu'd nature 
To such a lowness but his unkind daughters. — 
Is it the fashion that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh? 
Judicious punishment ! 'twas this flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. 

Edg. PiUicock sat on Pillicock-hiU :— 
Halloo, halloo, loo loo! 

Fool, This cold night will turn us all to fools and madmen. 

Edg. Take heed o the foul fiend : obey thy parents ; keep 
thy word justly ; swear not ; commit not with man's sworn 
spouse; set not thy sweet heart on proud array. Tom's 
li-cold. 

Lear. "What hast thou been? 

Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind; that 
curled my hair ; wore gloves in my cap ; served the lust of 
my mistress's heart, and did the act of darkness with her ; 
swore as many oaths as I spake words, and broke them in 
the sweet face of heaven : one that slept in the contriving of 
lust, and waked to do it: wine loved I deeply, dice 
dearly ; and in women out-paramoured the Turk : false of 
heart, light of ear, bloody of hand; hog in sloth, fox in 
stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in madness, lion in prey. 
Let not the creaking of shoes nor the rustling of silks 
betray thy poor heart to woman: keep thy foot out of 
brothels, thy hand out of plackets, thy nen firom lenders' 
books, and defy the foul fiend. — Still tnrough the haw- 
thorn blows tne cold wind: says suum, mun, nonny. 
Dolphin my boy, boy, sessa! let him trot by. 

[Storm still continues. 

Lear. "Why, thou wert better in thy grave than to answer 
with thy uncovered body this extremity of the skies. — Is 
man no more than this? Consider him well. Thou owest 
the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the sheep no wool, the 
cat no perfume. — Ha! here's three on's are soi)hi8ticated ! 
— ^Thou art the thing itself: unaccommodated man is no 
more but such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou art — Off", 
off, you lendings! — Come, unbutton here. 

[Tearing off his dotJies. 
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Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; this is a naughty 
night to swim in. — Now a little fire in a wild field were 
like an old lecher's heart, — a small spark, all the rest on's 
body cold. — Look, here comes a walkinjg; fire 

Bdg, This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet : he begins at 
curfew, and walks till the first cock ; he gives the web and 
the ]>in, squints the eye, and makes the hair-lip ; mildews 
the white wheat, aud hurts the poor creature of eai*th. 
Swithold footed thrice the old ; 
He met the nightmare and her nine-fold; 
Bid her alight, 
And her troth plight. 
And, aroint thee, witch, aroint thee ! 
Kent How fares your grace? 

Enter Gloster tcith a torch, 

Lear. What 'she? 

Kent, Who 's there? What is't you seek? 

Olo. Wbat are you there? Your names? 

Edg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming froff, the toad, 
the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water; tnat in the 
fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats cow-dung 
for sallets ; swallows the old rat and the ditch-dog ; drinks 
the green mantle of the standing pool; who is whipped 
from tithing to tithing, and stocked, punished, and un- 
prisoned ; who hath had three suits to his back, six shirts 
to his body, horse to ride, and weapon to wear ; — 
But mice and rats, and such small deer. 
Have been Tom's food for seven long year. 
Beware my follower. — Peace, Smulkin; peace, thou fiend I 

Glo. What, hath your grace no better company? 

Edg, The prince of da^ness is a gentleman : 
Modo he 's call'd, and Mahu. 

Oh, Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so vile 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Poor Tom 's a-cold. 

Olo. Go in with me : my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughters' hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors. 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you. 
Yet have I ventur'd to come seek you out. 
And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

Lear. First let me talk with this philosopher.— 
What is the c&use of thunder? 

Kent Good my lord, take his offer; 
€ro into the house. 
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Lear, TU talk a word with this same learned Theban.-^ 
What is your study? 

Edg, How to prevent the fiend and to kill vermiD, 

Lear, Let me ask you one word in private. 

Kent, Imp6rtune him once more to go, my lord ; 
His wits begin to unsettle. 

Qlo, Canst thou blame him? 

His daughters seek his death: — ah, that good Kent!— 
He said it would be thus, — poor banish'd man! — 
Thou say'st the king grows mad ; I'll tell thee, friend, 
I am almost mad myself: I h^ a son, 
Now outlawed from my blood ; he sought my life 
But lately, very late : I loVd him, friend, — 
No father his son dearer : true to tell thee, 

[Storm continues. 
The srief hath crazed my wits. — ^What a night 's this! — 
I do Deseech your grace, — 

Lear, 0, cry you mercy, sir. — 

Noble philosopher, your company. 

Edg. Tom 's a-cold. 

QU), In, fellow, there, into the hovel : keep thee wann. 

Lear, Come, let 's in all. 

Kent, This way, my lord. 

Lear, With liim ; 

I will keep still with my philosopher. 

Kent, Good my lord, soothe him; let him take the fellow. 

Olo, Take him you on. 

Kent, Sirrah, come on ; go along with us. 

Lear, Come, good Athenian. 

Olo, No words, no words : 

Hush. 

Edg. Child Eowland to the dark tower came. 
His word was still, — Fie, foh, and fum, 

I smell the blood of a British man. [Exeunt, 



SCENE v.— ^ Boom in Gloster's Castle, 

Enter Cornwall and Edmunb. 

Com, I will have my revenge ere I depart his house. 

Edm, How, my lord, I may be censured, that nature 
thus gives way to loyalty, something fears me to think of 

Com, I now perceive, it was not altogether your brother's 
evil disposition made him seek his death ; but a provoking 
merit, set a- work by a reprovable badness in himself. 

Edm, How malicious is my fortune, that 1 must repent 
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to be just! This is the letter he spoke o^ which approves 
him au intelligent party to the advantages of France. O 
heavens! that this treason were not, or not I the detector! 

Com. Go with me to the duchess. 

Bdm. K the matter of this paper be certain, you have 
mii'hty busuiess in hand. 

Com. True or false, it hath made thee earl of Gloster. 
Seek out where thy father is, that he may be ready for our 
apprehension. 

mdm. [aside.] If I find him comforting the king, it wiU 
stuff his suspicion more fully. — I will persevere in my course 
of loyalty, though the conflict be sore between that and my 
blood. 

Com. I will lay trust upon thee; and thou shalt find a 
dearer father in my love. [Exeunt. 



SCENE VL — A Chamber in a Farm-house adjoining 

tlte Cattle. 

Enter Gloster, Lear, Kent, Fool, and Edgar. 

Oh. Here is better than the open air ; take it thankfoUy. 
I win piece out the comfort with what addition I can : I wiU 
not be lon^ from you. 

Kent. ^1 the power of his wits have given way to his 
impatience : — the gods reward your kindness! [Exit Glo. 

Edg. Frateretto calls me ; and tells me Nero is an angler 
in the lake of darkness. — Pray, innocent, and beware the 
foul fiend. 

FooL Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me whether a madman be a 
gentleman or a yeoman? 

Lear. A king, a king! 

Fool. No ; he 's a yeoman that has a gentleman to his 
son ; for he 's a mad yeoman that sees his son a gentleman 
before him. 

Lear. To have a thousand with red burning spits 
Come hissing in upon 'em, — 

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He 's mad that trusts in the tameness of a wol( a 
horse's health, a boy's love, or a whore's oath. 

Lear, It shall be done ; I will arraign them strai^t. — 
Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer j — [7\) Edgar, 
Thou, sapient sir, sit here [to tlie Fool]. — Now, you she-foxes I 

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares! — ^Wantest thoa 
eyes at trial, madam? 

Come o'er the bourn, Bessy, to me, — 
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Fool, Her boat hath a leak. 

And she must not speak 
Why she dares not come over to thee. 
Ed(f, The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice of a 
nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for two white 
herring. Croak not, black angel; I have no food for 
thee. 

Kent How do you, sir? Stand you not so amaz'd : 
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions? 

Jjear. I'll see-their trial first. — Bring in the evidence. — 
Thou robed man of justice, take thv place, — [To Edgar. 
And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, [To the FooL 

Bench by his side : — ^you are o' the commission, 
Sit you too. [To Kent. 

JUdg, Let us deal justly. 

Sleepest or wakest thou, jolly shepherd? 

Thy sheep be in the com ; 
And for one blast of thy minikin mouth 
Thy sheep sliall take no harm. 
Pur ! the cat is gray. 

Lear. Arraign her first ; 'tis GroneriL T here take my oath 
before this honourable assembly, she kicked the poor king 
her father. 

FfloL Come hither, mistress. Is your name Goneril? 
Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-stooL 
Lear, And here 's another, whose warp'd looks proclaim 
What store her heart is made on. — Stop her there! 
Arms, arms, sword, fire! — Corruption in the place! — 
False justicer, why hast thou let her scape? 
Fdg.' Bless thy five wits ! 
Ke7U. pity! — Sir, where is the patience now 
That you so oft have boasted to retain? 

Fdg. [aside.] My tears begin to take his part so much, 
Theyhl mar mj counterfeiting. 
Lear, The httle dogs and all. 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweetheart, see, they bark at me. 

Fdg. Tom will throw his head at them. — A vaunt, you curs ! 
Be thy mouth or black or white. 
Tooth that poisons if it bite ; 
Mastiff, greyhound, mongrel grim. 
Hound or spaniel, brach or lym. 
Or bobtail tike or trundle-tail, — 
Tom will make them weep and wail : 
For, with throwing thus my head. 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are lied. 
VOL. VI. I 
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Do de, do, de. Sessa! Come, march to wakes and fain 
and market-towns. — Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

Lear, Then let them anatomize Re^an ; see what breeds 
about her heart. Is there any cause in nature that makes 
these hard hearts?— [Tio Edoab.] You, sir, I entertain you 
for one of my hundred ; only I do not like the fashion of 
your garments: you will say they are Persian; but ki 
them be changed. 

Kent, Now, good my lord, lie here and rest awhile. 

Lear, Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the curtains : 
So, so. We'll go to supper i* the morning. 

Fool, And rU go to bed at noon. 

Re-enter Gloster. 

Gh. Come hither, friend : where is the king my master? 

Kent. Here, sir; but trouble him not, — his wits are 
gone. 

Glo. Good friend, I pr'ythee, take him in thy arms; 
I have o'erhcard a plot of death upon him : 
There is a litter ready ; lay him in't. 
And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou shalfc 

meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master: 
K thou shouldst dally half an hour, his life. 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in assured loss : take up, take up ; 
And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 

Kent, Oppressed nature sleeps : — 

This rest might yet have balm'd thy broken sinews, 
Wbich, if convenience will not allow. 
Stand in hard cure. — Come, help to bear thy master; 
Thou must not stay behind. [To the FooL 

Oh, Come, come, away. 

[Exeunt Kent, Glo., arid Fool, hearing offJjoARm 

Edg. When we our betters see bearing our woes, 
We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 
Who alone suffers suffers most i' the mind. 
Leaving free things and happy shows behind : 
But then the mind much sufferance doth o'erskip 
When grief hath mates and bearing fellowship. 
How light and portable my pain seems now^, 
When that which makes me bend makes the king bow; 
He chnded as I fiither'd! — Tom, away I 
Mark the high noises ; and thyself bewray, 
When fedse opinion, whose wrong thou^t defiles tLee^ 
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In thy just proof repeals and reconciles thee. 

What will hap more to-night, safe scape the king! 

Lurk, lurk. [EacU, 



SCENE Y1I.—A Room in Gloster's CasOe. 

Enter CorjuwaUj, Kegan, Goneril, Edmund, and Servants. 

Com, Post speedily to my lord your husband ; show him 
this letter: — the army of France is landed. — Seek out the 
traitor Gloster. [Eoceunt some of the Servants. 

Beg. Hans him instantly. 

Gon. PlucK out his eyes. 

Com. Leave him to my displeasure. — Edmund, keep you 
our sister company: the revenges we are bound to take 
upon your traitorous father are not fit for your beholding. 
Advise the duke, where you are going, to a most festinate 
preparation : we are bound to the like. Our posts shall be 
swift and intelligent betwixt us. Farewell, dear sister : — 
farewell, my lord of Gloster. 

Enter Oswald. 

How now! where 's the king? 

Osw. My lord of Gloster nath convey'd him hence : 
Some five or six and thirty of his knights, 
Hot questrists after him, met him at gate ; 
Who, with some other of the lord's de))endents. 
Are gone with him toward Dover; where they boast 
To have weU-armed friends. 

Com, Get horses for your mistress. 

Gon. Farewell, sweet lord and sister. 

Corn. Edmund, farewell. [Exeunt Gon., Edm., and Osw. 

Go seek the traitor Gloster, 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us. 

[Exeunt other Servants, 
Though well we may not pass upon his life 
Without the form of justice, yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not controL — Who 's there? the traitor? 



Re-enter Servants, with Gloster. 

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! *tis he. 
Com. Bmd fast his corky arms. 

Glo, What mean your graces? — Good my friends, consider 
Vou are my guests : do me no foul yl^y, friends. 
Corn. Bmd him, I say. [Servants bifid him. 
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Peg. Hard, hard. — filthy traitor! 

Olo, Unmercifal lady as you are, I'm none. 

Com. To this chair biiid him. — Villain, thou shalt find,— 

[Regan plucks his beanL 

Oh. By the land gods, *tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the oeard. 

Reg. So white, and such a traitor ! 

Olo. Naughty lady, 

These hairs which thou dost ravish from my chin 
lyill quicken, and accuse thee : I am your host : 
With robbers' hands my hospitable favours 
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do? 

Com. Come, sir, what letters had you late f5rom France? 

Reg. Be simple-answer' d, for we know the truth. 

Com. And what confederacy have you with the traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom? 

Reg. To whose hands have you sent the lunatic king? 
Speak. 

Olo. I have a letter guessingly set down. 
Which came from one that 's of a neutral heart, 
And not from cue oppos'd. 

Com, Cunning. 

Reg. And false. 

Com. Where hast thou sent the king ? 

Olo, To Dover, [peril, — 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover? Wast thou not charg*d at 

Com. Wherefore to Dover? Let him answer that. 

GU). I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the course. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover? 

Olo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails 
pluck out his poor old eyes ; nor thy fierce sister 
In his anointed flesh stick bearish fangs. 
The sea, with such a storm as his bare head 
In hell -black night endur'd, would have buoy'd up, 
Andquench'd the stelled fires : yet, poor old heart, 
He holp the heavens to rain. 
If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that stem time 
Thou shouldst have said, Oood porter, turn the key. 
All cruels else subscrib'd : — ^but I shall see 
The winged vengeance overtake such children. 

Com. See't shalt thou never. — Fellows, hold the chair. — 
Upon these eyes of thine I'll set my foot. 

[Gloster is held down in his chair, whUe Cornwall 
plucks. out one of his eyes and sets his foot on iL 

Olo. He that will think to live till he be old 
Give me some help! — O cruel ! — O you gods! 
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Beg. One side will mock another; the other too. 

Com. If you see vengeance, — 

1 Serv. Hold jrour hand, my lord: 

I have serv'd you ever since I was a child; 
But better service have I never done you 
Than now to bid you hold. 

Beg. How now, you dog ! 

1 Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
I'd shake it on this quarrel. What do you mean? 

Com, My villain! [DrawSj and runs at him. 

1 Serv. l^ay, then, come on, and take the chance of anger. 
[Draws. They fight. Corn, is wounded. 

Beg. Give me thy sword \to a/io^Aer Servant]. — ^A peasant 
Btand up thus ! 

[Snatches a sword, comes behind, and stahs him, 

1 Serv. 0, I am slain! — My lord, you have one eye left 
To see some mischief on them. — ! [Dies, 

Com. Lest it see more, prevent it. — Out, vile jelly! 
Where is thy lustre now? 

[Tears out Gloster's other eye, and throws 
it on tlie ground. 
Glo. All dark and comfortless. — Where's my son Edmund? 
EdMimd, enkindle all the sparks of nature, 
To quit this horrid act. 

Beg, Out, treacherous villain I 

Thou calFst oii him that hates thee : it was he 
That made the overture of thy treasons to us; 
Who is too good to pity thee. 

Olo. my follies! 

Then Edgar was abus'd. — 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him! 

Beg. Go thrust him out at gates, and let him smell 
His way to Dover. — How is't, my lord? How look 
you? 
Com. I have receiv*d a hurt : — follow me, lady. — 
Turn out that eyeless villain ; — throw this slave 
Upon the dunghilL — Regan, I bleed apace : 
Untimely comes this hurt : give me your arm, 

[Exit Cornwall, led by Keoan; Servants unbind 
Gloster and lead him out. 

2 Serv. I'll never care what wickedness I do 
If this man come to good. 

3 Serv, If she live long. 
And in the end meet the old course of death. 
Women will all turn monsters. 

2 Serv. Let 's follow the old earl, and get the Bedlam 
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To lead liim where he would : his roguish madness 
Allows itself to anything. 

3 Serv. Go thou : I'll letch some flax and whites of egg* 
To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help him ! 

[Exeunt severaU^ 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L—The Heath. 
Enter 'Edoar, 



Edg. Yet better thus, and known to be contemn*d^ 
Than still contemn'd and flatter'd. To be worst, 
The lowest and most dejected thin^ of fortune, 
Stands still in es|)erance, lives not m fear : 
The lamentable change is from the best ; 
The worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then. 
Thou unsubstantial air that I embrace ! 
The wretch that thou hast blown unto the worst 
Owes nothing to thy blasts. — But who comes here? 

Enter Gloster, led by an Old Man. 

My father, poorly led? — World, world, world! 
But that thy strange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. 0, my good lord, I have been your tenant, 
and vour father's tenant, these fourscore years. 

Oto. Away, get thee away ; good friend, be gone: 
Thy comforts can do me no go^ at all ; 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man. You cannot see your way. 

Olo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes; 
I stumbled when I saw : full oft 'tis seen 
Our means secure us, and our mere defects 
Prove our commodities. — O dear son Edgar, 
The food of thy abused father's wrath ! 
Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 
rd say I had eyes again! 

Old Man. How now! Who's there? 

Edg. [aside. ] O sods ! Who is' t can say, / am at the worst? 
I am worse than eer 1 was. 

Old Man. 'Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg. [aside.'\ And worse I may be yet: the wont is not 
So long as we can say. This i» the worst. 
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Old Mau, Fellow, where goest? 

Gh, Is it a beggar-man? 

Ofd Man. Madman and beggar too. 

Glo. He has some reason, Sse he could not beg. 
r the last night's storm 1 such a fellow saw ; 
Which made me think a man a worm : my son 
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind 
Was then scarce friends with him : I have heard more since. 
As flies to wanton boys are we to the gods, — 
They kill ns for their sport. 

Bdg. [aside.] How should this be? — 
Bad is the trade that must play fool to sorrow, 
Angering itself and others. — Bless thee, master! 

Olo, '^ that the naked fellow? 

Old Man, ' Ay, my lord. 

Qlo, Then, pr*ythee, get thee gone : if, for my sake, 
Thou wilt o'eitake us, hence a mile or twain, 
I' the way toward Dover, do it for ancient love ; 
And bring some covering for this naked soul. 
Which rfl entreat to lead me. 

Old Man, Alack, sir, he is mad. 

Olo. *Tis the times' plague when madmen lead the blind. 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure ; 
Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. I'll bring him the best *parel that I have. 
Come on't what will. [Exit. 

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow, — 

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold. — [Aside,] I cannot daub it 
further. 

Glo. Come hither, fellow. 

Edg. [aside.] And yet I must. — Bless thy sweet eyes, 
they bleed. 

Gh. Know'st thou the way to Dover? 

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and foot-path. 
Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good wits : — bless 
thee, good man's son, from the foul fiend I — five fiends 
have been in poor Tom at once; of lust, as Ohidicut; 
JIohbididanc€f prince of dumbness; Mahu^ of stealing; 
Modo, of murder; Flibbertigibbet^ of mopping and mowing, 
— who since possesses chamber-maids ana waiting-women. 
So, bless thee, master! 

Gh. Here, take this purse, thou whom the heavens' 
plagues 
Have humbfed to all strokes ; that I am wretched 
Makes thee the happier; — heavens, deal so still 1 
Let the superfluous and lust-dieted man. 
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That slaves your ordinance, that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly ; 
So distribution should undo excess, 
And each man have enough. — Dost thou know Dover? 

Edg. Ay, master. 

Olo. There is a cliff whose high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep : 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear 
With something rich about me ; from that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm : 

Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt, 



SCENE n.—Befc/re the Duke of Albany's Palace, 

Enter Goneril and Edmund; Oswald meeting them. 

Oon. Welcome, my lord : I marvel our mild husband 
Not met us on the way. — Now, where 's your master? 

Osw. Madam, withm ; but never man so changed. 
I told him of the army that was landed ; 
He smil'd at it : I told him you were coming ; 
His answer was, The worse: of Gloster's treachery. 
And of the loyal service of his son, 
Wlien I inform'd him, then he oall'd me sot, 
And told me I had turn'd the wrong side out : — 
W^hat most he should dislike seems pleasant to him ; 
What like offensive. 

OoTU Then shall you go no further, 

iTo Edmunb. 
It is the cowish terror of his spirit. 
That dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs, 
Which tie him to an answer. Our wishes on the way 
May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my brother ; 
Hasten his musters and conduct his powers : 
I must change arms at home, and give the distaff 
Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant 
Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to hear. 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 
A mistress's command. Wear this ; spare speech ; 

[ Giving a/avowr. 
Decline your l-iead : this kiss, if it durst speak, 
Would stretch thy spirits up into the air : — 
Conceive, and fare thee wetf. 

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death. 
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Oon, My most dear Gloster. 

[Exit Edmund. 
O, the difference of man and man! 
To thee a woman's services are due : 
My fool usurps my body. 

Oaw* Madam, here comes my lord. [ExiU 

Enter Albany. 

Gon, I have been worth the whistle. 

Alb, O Goneril! 

You are not worth the dust which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. I fear your disposition : 
That nature which contemns its origin 
Cannot be border'd certain in itself; 
She that herself will sliver and disbranch 
From her material sap, perforce must wither 
And come to deadly use. 

Oon, No more ; the text is foolish. 

Alb, Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile : 
Filths savour but themselves. What have you done? 
Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform'd? 
A father, and a gracious aged man, 
Whose reverence the head-lugg*d bear would lick, 
Most barbarous, most degenerate! have you madded. 
Could my good brother suffer you to do it? 
A man, a prince, by him so benefited ! 
If that the heavens do not their visible spirits 
Send quickly down to tame these vile offences, 
It will come 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself, 
Like monsters of the deep. 

Oon. Milk-liver'd man ! 

That bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ; 
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine honour from thy suffering ; that not know'st 
Fools do those villains pity who are punish'd 
Ere they have done their mischief. Where 's thy drum? 
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land; 
With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats ; 
Whiles thou, a moral fool, sitt'st still, and criest, 
Alachy why does he so? 

AW. See thyself, devil I 

Proper deformity seems not in the fiend 
So norrid as in woman. 

Cron. vain fool I 

Alb, Thou changed and self-covei^d thing, for shame^ 
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Be-monster not thy feature. Were't my fitness 
To let these hands obey my blood. 
They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy flesh and bones : — howe'er thou art a fiend, 
A woman's shape doth shield thee. 
Oon. Marry, your manhood now ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

AJh. What news? 

Me88, 0, ray good lord, the Duke of Cornwall's dead; 
Slam by his servant, going to put out 
The other eye of Gloster. 

Alb. Gloster's eyes! 

Mess. A servant that he bred,*thriird with remorse^ 
Oppos'd against the act, bending his sword 
To his great master ; who, thereat enrag'd, 
Flew on him, and amongst them fell'd nun dead ; 
But not without that harmful stroke which since 
Hath pluck'd him after. 

Alb. This shows you are above, 

You justicers, that these our nether crimes 
So speedily can venge ! — But, O poor Gloster 1 
Lost he his other eye? 

Mesa, Both, both, my lord. — 

This letter, madam, craves a 8X)eedy answer; 
'Tis from your sister. 

Gon, [cLside. ] One way I like this well ; 
But being widow, and my Gloster with her, 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life : another way 
The news is not so tart. — I'll read, and answer. [ExiL 

Alb. Where was his son when they did take his eyes? 

Mess. Come with my lady hither. 

A lb. He is not here. 

Mess. No, my good lord ; I met him back again. 

AW. Knows he the wickedness? 

Mess. Ay, my good lord ; 'twas he informed against him; 
And quit the house on purpose that their punishment 
Might have the fireer course. 

A lb. Gloster, I live 

To thank thee for the love thou show'dst the king, 
And to revenge thine eyes. — Come hither, fidend: 
Tell me what more thou knowest. lExeuni 
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SCENE III,— The French Camp near Dover. 

Enter Kent and a Gentleman. 

Kent Why the King of France is so suddenly gone back 
know you the reason? 

Gent. Something he left imperfect in the state, which 
since his coming forth is thought of; which imports to the 
kingdom so much fear and danger that his personal return 
was most required and necessary. 

Kent, Who hath he left behind him general? 

Oent. The Mareschal of France, Monsieur la Far. 

Kent, Did your letters pierce the queen to any demon- 
stration of grief? 

Oent. Ay, sir; she took them, read them in my presence; 
And now and then an ample tear trill'd down 
Her delicate cheek : it seem'd she was a queen 
Over her passion ; who, most rebel-like, 
Sought to be king o'er her. 

Kent O, then it mov*d her. 

Gent. Not to a rage : patience and sorrow strove 
Who should express her goodliest. You have seen 
Sunshine and rain at once : her smiles and tears 
Were like a better day : those happy smiJets 
That play'd on her ripe lip seem'd not to know 
What guests were in her eyes ; which parted thence 
As pearls from diamonds dropp'd. — In brie^ sorrow 
Would be a rarity most belov'd if all 
Could so become it. 

Kent. Made she no verbal question? 

Gent Faith, once or twice she heav'd the name of father 
Pantingly forth, as if it press'd her heart ; 
Cried, Sisters! sisters/ — Shame of ladies/ sisters! 
Kent! father! sisters! What, V the storm? i* the nightt 
Let pity not he believed! — There she shook 
The holy water from her heavenly eyes, 
And clamour moistened : then away she started 
To deal with grief alone. 

Kent. It is the stars. 

The stars above us, govern our conditions ; 
Else one self mate and mate could not beget 
Such different issues. You spoke not with her since? 

Oent. No. 

Kent. Was this before the king retum'd? 

OejU. No, since. 

Kent. Well, sir, the poor distressed Lear *s i' the town; 
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Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to see his daughter. 

Gent. Why, good sir? 

Kent. A soverei^ shame so elbows him : his own unkind* 
That stripp'd her from his benediction, tum'd her [nesa, 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dfog-hearted daughters, — ^these things sting 
His mind so venomously that burning shame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman! 

Kent. Of Albany's and Cornwall's powers you heard not? 

Gent. 'Tis so they are a-foot. 

Kent. Well, sir, I'll bring you to our master Lear, 
And leave you to attend hun : some dear cause 
Will in concealment wrap me up awhile ; 
When I am known aright, you shall not grieve 
Lending me this acquamtance. I pray you, go 
Along with me. [BxeunC 



SCENE TV.— Tlie French Camp. A Tent, 

Enter Cordelia, Physician, and Soldiers. 

Cor, Alack, *tis he : why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vex'd sea ; singing aloud ; 
Crown'd with rank fumiter and mrrow weeds, 
With harlocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers. 
Darnel, and aU the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining com. — ^A century send forth; 
Search every acre in the high-grown field. 
And bring him to our eye. [Exit an Officer.] — ^What can 

man's wisdom 
In the restoring his bereaved sense? 
He that helps him take all my outward worth. 

Phy. There is means, madam : 
Our foster -nurse of nature is repose. 
The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him 
Are many simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eye of anguish. 

Cor. All bless'd secrets, 

AJl you unpublish'd virtues of the earth, 
Spring with my tears! be aidant and remediate 
In the good man's distress! — Seek, seek for himj 
Lest his ungovem'd rage dissolve the li£d 
That wants the means to lead iJL 
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Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. News, madam ^ 

The British powers are inarching hitherward. 

Cor. 'Tis known before ; our preparation standi 
In expectation of them. — dear father, 
It is tky business that I go about ; 
Therefore great France 

My mourmng and imjwrtant tears hath pitied. 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 
But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right : 
Soon may I hear and see him! [ExeunL 



SCENE y.—A Hoom in Gloster's CasUe. 

Enter Eeoan and Oswald. 

Beg. But are my brother's powers set forth? 

Ohw, Ay, madam. 

Heg. Himself in person there? 

Osto. Madam, with much ado : 

Your sister is the better soldier. 

Heg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord at home? 

Osw. No, madam. 

Heg. What might import my sister's letter to him? 

Osw. I know not, lady. 

Heg. Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter. 
It was ^eat ignorance, Gloster's eyes being out. 
To let him live : where he arrives he moves 
All hearts against us : Edmund, I think, is gone. 
In pity of his misery, to despatch 
His nighted life ; moreover, to descry 
The strength o' the enemy. 

Osw. I must needs after him, madam, with my letter. 

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow: stay with us; 
The ways are dangerous. 

Osw. I may not, madam: 

My lady charg'd my duty in this business. 

Reg. Why should she write to Edmund? Might not yon 
Transport her purposes by word? Belike 
Something, — I Know not what : — ^I'll love thee much. 
Let me unseal the letter. 

Osw. Madam, I had rather, — 

Reg. I know your lady does not love her husband; 
I am sure of that : and at her late being here 
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Beg. Hard, hard. — filthy traitor! 

Olo, Unmercifal lady as you are, I'm none. 

Com. To this chair bind him. — Villain, thou shalt find,— 

[Regan plucks his beard, 

Olo, By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the oeard. 

^eg. So white, and such a traitor ! 

Glo. Naughty lady, 

These hairs which thou dost ravish from my chin 
\yill quicken, and accuse thee : I am your host : 
With robbers' hands my hospitable favours 
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do? 

Com. Come, sir, what letters had you late from Franca? 

Beg. Be simple-answer' d, for we know the truth. 

Com. And what confederacy have you with the traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom? 

Beg. To whose hands have you sent the lunatic king? 
Speak. 

Olo. I have a letter guessingly set down, 
Which came from one that 's of a neutral heart, 
And not from cue oppos'd. 

Com, Cunning. 

Beg. And false. 

Com. Where hast thou sent the king ? 

Olo, To Dover, [peril, — 

Beg. Wherefore to Dover? Wast thou not charg'd at 

Com. Wherefore to Dover? Let him answer that. 

Olo. I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the course. 

Beg. Wherefore to Dover? 

Olo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails 
pluck out his poor old eyes ; nor tny fierce sister 
In his anointed flesh stick bearish fangs. 
The sea, with such a storm as his bare head 
In hell-black night endur'd, would havebuoy'd up, 
Andquench'd the stelled fires : yet, poor old heart, 
He holp the heavens to rain. 
If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that stem time 
Thou shouldst have said, Oood porter^ turn the key, 
All cruels else subscrib'd : — ^but I shall see 
The winged vengeance overtake such children. 

Com. See't shalt thou never. — Fellows, hold the chair. — 
Upon these eyes of thine I'll set my foot. 

[Gloster is held doum in his chair, while Cornwall 
plticks.oiU one of his eyejt and sets his foot on it, 

Olo. He that will think to live till he be old 
Give me some help! — cruel ! — O you gods! 
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Beg. One side will mock another ; the other too. 

Com. If you see vengeance, — 

1 Serv. Hold your hand, my lord: 

I have serv'd you ever since I was a child; 
But better service have I never done you 
Than now to bid you hold. 

Beg. How now, you dog ! 

1 Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
rd shake it on this quarreL What do you mean? 

Com. My villain! [Draws, and runs at htm. 

1 Serv. Nay, then, come on, and take the chance of anger, 
[Draws. They Jight. Corn, is wounded, 

Reg. Give me thy sword [to another Servant]. — ^A peasant 
stand up thus ! 

[Snatches a sword, comes behind, and stabs him, 

1 Serv. O, I am slain! — My lord, you have one eye left 
To see some mischief on them. — 0! [Dies. 

Com. Lest it see more, prevent it. — Out, vile jelly! 
Where is thy lustre now? 

[2'ears out Gloster's other eye, and throws 
it on tlie ground. 
Glo. All dark and comfortless. — ^Where's my son Edmund! 
Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature. 
To quit this horrid act. 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain I 

Thou call'st on him that hates thee : it was he 
That made the overture of thy treasons to us; 
Who is too good to pity thee. 

Glo. my follies! 

Then Edgar was abus'd. — 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him! 

Reg. Go thrust him out at gates, and let him smell 
His way to Dover. — How is't, my lord? How look 
you? 
Com. 1 have receiv'd a hurt : — follow me, lady. — 
Turn out that eyeless villain ; — throw this slave 
Upon the dunghilL — Regan, I bleed apace : 
Untimely comes this hurt : give me your arm. 

[Exit Cornwall, led by Regan; Servants unbind 
Gloster and lead him out. 

2 Sfirv. I'll never care what wickedness I do 
If this man come to good. 

3 Serv. IS she live long. 
And in the end meet the old course of death, 
Women will aU turn monsters. 

2 Serv. Let 's follow the old earl, and get the Bedlam 
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Look up a-height ; — the shrill-gorg'd lark so far 
Cannot be seen or heard : do but look up. 

Olo. Alack, I have no eyes. — 
Is wretchedness depriv'd that benefit, 
To end itself by death? 'Twas yet some comfort, 
When misery could beguile the tyrant's rage 
And firustrate his proud will. 

Edg. Give me your arm : 

Up : — so. — How is't? Feel you your legs? You stand. 

Glo. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above all strangenessi 

Upon the crown o' the cliff what thing was that 
Which parted from you? 

Olo. A jwor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As I stood here below, methought his eyes 
Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses, 
Horns whelk'd and wav'd like the enridged sea : 
It was some fiend ; therefore, thou happy father, 
Think that the clearest gods, who make them honoum 
Of men's impossibilities, have preserv'd thee. 

Glo. I do remembernow: henceforth I'll bear 
Aifliction till it do cry out itself. 
Enough, enough, and die. That thing you sjieak o^ 
I took it for a man ; often 'twould say, 
TJie fiend, the fiend: he led me to that place. 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. — But who comes 
here? 

Enter Lear, fantastically dressed up with flowers. 

The safer sense will ne'er acconmiodate 
His master thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coining; I am the 
king himself. 

Edg. thou side-piercing sight! 

Lear, Nature 's above art in that respect. — There *s your 
press -money. That fellow handles his bow like a crow- 
keej)er: draw me a clothier's yard. — Look, look, a mouse! 
Peace, peace; — this piece of toasted cheese will do't. — 
There's my gauntlet; I'll prove it on a giant. — Bring up 
the brown buls. — 0, well flown, bird! — i' the clout, i' the 
clout : hewgh ! — Give the word. 

Edg. Sweet marjoram. 

Lear. Pass. 

Glo. I know that voice. 

Lear, Ha! G-oneril, with a white beard! — ^They flattered 
me like a dog ; and told me I had white hairs iu my beard 
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ere the black ones were there. To say ay and no to every- 
thing 1 said ! — Ay and no, too, was no good divinity. When 
the rain came to wet me once, and tne wind to make me 
chatter; when the thunder would not peace at my bidding; 
there I found 'em, there 1 smelt 'em out. Go to,^ they are 
not men o' their words: they told me I was everything; 
'tis a lie, — I am not ague-proof. 

Olo, The trick of t£at voice I do well remember: 
Is't not the king ? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king : 

When I do stare, see how the subject quakes. 
I pardon that man's life. — What was thy cause? — 
Adultery? — 

Thou shalt not die : die for adultery ! No : 
The wren goes to't, and the small gilded fly 
Does lecher in my sight. 

Let copulation thrive ; for Gloster's bastard son 
Was kinder to his father than my daughters 
Got 'tween the lawful sheets. 
To't, luxury, pell-mell, for I lack soldiers. — 
Behold yond simpering dame, 
Whose face between her forks presages snow ; 
That minces virtue, and does shake the head 
To hear of pleasure's name ; — 
The fitchew nor the soiled horse goes to't 
With a more riotous appetite. 
Down from the waist they are centaurs, 
Though women all above : 
But to the girdle do the gods inherit. 
Beneath is all the fiends' ; th^e's hell, there's darkness, 
there is the sulphurous pit, burning, scalding, stench, con- 
sumption; — fie, fie, fie! pah, pah! Give me an ounce of 
civet, good apothecary, to sweeten my imagination: there's 
money for thee. 

Glo. O, let me kiss that handl 

Lear, Let me wipe it first ; it smells of mortality. 

Olo. ruin'd piece of nature! This great world 
Shall so wear out to naught,— Dost thou know me? 

Lear. I remember thme eyes well enourfi. Dost thou 
squiny at me? No, do thy worst, blind Cupid; I'll not 
love. — Bead thou this challenge; mark but the penning 
of it. 

Olo, Were all the letters suns, T could not see ona 

Edg, I would not take this from report; — ^it is. 
And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear, Bead* 

VOL. VI, K 
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Olo, What, with the case of eyes? 

Lear, 0, ho, are you there with me? No eyes in your 
head nor no money in your purse? Your eyes are in a 
heavy case, your purse in a light: yet you see how this 
world gpes. 

Glo, I see it feelingly. 

Lear, What, art mad? A man may see how this world 
goes with no eyes. I;Ook with thine ears: see how yon «1 
justice rails upon yond simple thiefl Hark, in thine ear : 
change places; and, handy-dandy, which is the justice, 
which is the thief? — Thou hast seen a farmer's dog bark 
at a beggar? 

Glo. Ay, sir. 

Lear, And the creature run from the cur? There tbou 
mightst behold the great image of authority: a dog's 
obeyed in office. — 

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand ! 
Why dost thou lash that whore? Strip thine own back; 
Thou hotly lust'st to use her in that kmd 
For which thou whipp'st her. The usurer hangs the 

cozener. 
Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear ; 
Kobes and furr'd gowns hide alL Plate sin with gold. 
And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks ; 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it. 
None does o&nd, none, — I say, none ; I'll able 'em: 
Take that of me, my fnend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes ; 
And, hke a scurvy pohtician, seem 
To see the things thou dost not. — Now, now, now, 

now: 
Full off my boots : — harder, harder : — so. 

Edg, 0, matter and impertinency mix'd! 
Keason in madness! 

Lear, If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloster : 
Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither : 
Thou know'st, the iirst time that we smell the air 
We wawl and cry. — I will preach to thee : mark. 

Olo. Alack, alack the day ! 

Lear, When we are bom, we cry that we are c-ome 
To this great stage of fools — ^This' a good block : — 
It were a delicate stratagem to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt : I'll put 't in proof; 
And w-nen I have stol'n upon these sous-ia-lftWy 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill! 
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Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants. 

Oent. O, here he is: lay hand upon him. — Sir, 
Your most dear daughter, — 

Lear, No rescue? What, a prisoner? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. — Use me well; 
You shall have ransom. Let me have surgeons; 
I am cut to the brains. 

Oent, You shall have anything. 

Lea/r. No seconds? all myself? 
Why, this would make a man a man of salt, 
To use his eyes for garden water-pots. 
Ay, and for laying Autumn's dust. 

Oent, Good sir, — 

Lear, I will die bravely, like a smug bridegroom. What 
I will be jovial : come, come ; I am a king. 
My masters, know you that. 

Oent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there's life in't. Nay, an you get it, you 
shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

[Exit running ; Attendants ybZ/ow. 

Gent A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch. 
Past speaking of in a king ! — Thou hast one daughter, 
Who redeems nature from the general curse 
Which twain have brought her to. 

Edg, Hail, gentle sir. 

Oent, Sir, speed you : what's your will? 

Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle toward? 

Oent. Most sure and vulgar : every one hears that 
Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg, But, by your favour. 

How near 's the other army? 

Oent. Near and on speedy foot ; the main descry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 

Edg, I thank you, sir : that 's all. 

OenL Though that the queen on special cause is here. 
Her army is mov'd on. 

Edg, I thank you, sir. [Exit Gentleman. 

Olo, You ever-gentle gods, take my breath from me ; 
Let not my worser spirit tempt me again 
To die before you please! 

Edg, Well pray you, father. 

OU), Now, good sir, what are you? 

Edg, A most poor man, made tame by fortune*! 
blows ; 
Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrowB^ 
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km pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 
?11 lead you to some biding. 

Glo, Hearty thanks : 

riie bounty and the benison of heaven 
To boot, and boot! 

Ehiter Oswald. 

Osw. A proclaim'd prize ! Most happy! * 

That eyeless head of thine was nrst fram'd flesh 
To raise my fortunes. — ^Thou old unhappy traitor, 
Briefly thyself remember : — ^the sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glo. Kow let thy Mendly hand 

Put strength enough to it. [Edoar interposes^ 

Oaw. Wherefore, boldpeasant, , 

Dar^st thou support a publish'd traitor? Hence; 
Lest that the mfection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edg, Chill not let go, zir, without vurther 'casion. 

Osw, Let go, slave, or thou diest ! 

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let poor volk 
pass. And chud ha' been zwaggered out of my life, 'twould 
not ha' been zo long as 'tis by a vortnight. Nay, come 
not near the old man; keep out, che vor ye, or ise try 
whether your costard or my bat be the harder : chill be 
plain with you. 

Osw. Out, dunghill ! 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth, zir: come; no matter vor 
your foins. [Theyfight^ and Edgar knocks him down, 

Osio. Slave, thou hast slain me : — villain, take my purse : 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bunr my body ; 
And eive the letters which thou find'st about m 
To Edmund Earl of Gloster ; seek him out 
Upon the British party : — 0, untimely death ! [Dies. 

Edg. 1 know thee well : a serviceable villain; 
As duteous to the vices of thy mistress 
As badness would desire. 

Glo. What, is he dead! 

Edg. Sit you down, father; rest you. — 
Let 's see these pockets : the letters that he speaks of 
May be my friends. — He 's dead ; I am only sorry 
He had no other death's-man. — Let us see : — 
Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not* 
To know our enemies' minds we'd rip their hearts; 
Their papers is more lawful. 

[Beads.] Let cwr reciprocal vows he remembered. Tou 
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have many opportunities to cui him off: \f your will toant 
not, time and place will hefruitfidly offered. There is nothing 
done if lie return the conqueror: then am J the prisoner^ 
and his bed my gaol; from the loathed warmth whereoj 
deliver wc, and supply the place for your labour. 

Your {wife, so I would say) affectionate servant, 

GONERIL. 

O nndistinguisli'd space of woman's will! 

A plot upon her virtuons husband's life ; 

And the exchange my brother ! — Here, in the sands, 

Thee I'll rake up, the post unsanctified 

Of murderous lechers : and in the mature time 

With this ungracious paper strike the si^ht 

Of the death-practis'd duke : for him 'tis well 

That of thy death and business I can teU. 

[Exit Edgar, dragging out the body* 
Glo. The king is mad : how stiff is my vile sense, 
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge sorrows ! Better I were distract : 
So should my thoughts be sever'd from my griefs, 
And woes by wrong imaginations lose 
The knowledge of tnemselves. 

Re-enter Edgar. 

Edg. Give me your hand : 

[Drum afar off. 
Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum : 
Come, father, I'll bestow you with a friend. [ExeunL 



SCENE VII.— -4 Tent in the French Camp, Lear on a 
bed asleep, so ft music playing ; Physician, Gentleman, and 
others attending. 

Enter Cordelia and Kent. 

Cor, thou good Kent, how shall I live and work 
To match thy goodness? My life will be too short. 
And every measure fail me. 

Kent, To be acknowledged, madam, is o'erpaid. 
All my reports go with the modest truth ; 
Nor more nor cnpp'd, but so. 

Cor, Be better suited : 

These weeds are memories of those worser hours : 
I pr'y thee, put them off. 

Kent P irdon, dear madam ; 

Yet to be known shortens my made intent : 
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My boon I make it that yon know me not 
Till time and I think meet. 

Cor. Then be't so, my good lord. — How does the king? 

[To the PhysiciaDi 

Phya. Madam, sleeps stilL 

Cor. you kind gods, 
Cure this great breach in his abused nature ! 
The untuird and jarring senses, 0, wind up 
Of this child-changed father ! 

Phya, So please your majesty 

That we may wake the king : he hath slept long. 

Cor. Be govem'd by your knowledge, and proceed 
r the sway of your own will. Is he array 'd? 

Oent. Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of sleep 
We put fresh garments on him. 

Phya, Be by, good madam, when we do awake him ; 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

Cor, Very welL 

Phya. Please you, draw near. — Louder the music there! 

Cor. my dear father! Kestoration hang 
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss 
Bepair those violent harms that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

Kent, Kind and dear princess! 

Cor. Had you not been their father, these white flakes 
Had chaUeng'd pity of them. Was this a face 
To be oppos'd against the warring winds? 
To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder? 
In the most terrible and nimble stroke 
Of quick, cross lightning? to watch, — ^poor perdu! — 
With this thin hSm? Mine enemy's dog. 
Though he had bit me, should have stood that night 
Against my fire ; and wast thou fain, poor father. 
To hovel thee with swine aud rogjies forlorn. 
In short and musty straw? Alack, alack! 
'Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded alL — He wakes ; speak to him, 

Phya, Madam, do you ; 'tis fittest. 

Cor, How does my royal lord ? How fares your majesty? 

Lear, You do me wrong to take me out o'tiae grave: — 
Thou arfc a soul in bliss ; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor, Sir, do you know me? 

Lear, You are a spirit, I know : when did you die? 

Cor. StiU, still &r wide! 
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Phy8. He 's scarce awake : let hiin alone awhile. 

Lear. Where have 1 been ? Where am I? — Fair daylight?— 
I am mightily abus'd. — I should e'en die with pity 
To see another thus. — I know not what to say. — 
I will not swear these are my hands : — let 's see; 
I feel this pin prick. Would I were assur'd 
Of my condition ! 

Cor. 0, look upon me, sir, 

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me. — 
No, sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear. Pray, do not mock me: 

1 am a very foolish fond old man. 
Fourscore and uj^iward, not an hour more nor less ; 
And, to deal plainly, 
I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 
Alethinks I should know you, and know this man; 
Yet I am doubtful : for I am mainly ignorant 
What j)lace this is ; and all the skiU I have 
Jlemembers not these garments ; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh at me ; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And so I am, I am. 

Lear, Be your tears wet? yes, faith. I pray, weep nott 
If you have poison for me I will drink it. 
I know you do not love me ; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong: 
You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor. No cause, no causes 

Lear, Am I in France? 

Kent, In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear. Do not abuse me. 

Phys, Be comforted, good madam : the great rage, 
You see, is kill'd in him: and yet it is danger 
To make him even o'er the time he has lost. 
Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more 
Till further settling. 

Cor. Wiirt please your highness walk? 

Lear. You must bear with me: 

Pray you now, forget and forgive: I am old and foolish. 

{ExeuntljEA.^ Cor., Phys., anc? Attendants. 

Gent, Holds it true, sir, that the Duke of Cornwall waa 
80 slain? 

Kent, Most certain, sir. 

OenU Who is conductor of his people? 

Kent, As 'tis said, the bastard son of Gloster. 
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Gent They say Edgar, his banished son, is with the Earl 
of Kent in Germany. 

Kent, Report is changeable. 'Tis time to look about; 
the powers of the kingdom approach apace. 

OejU. The arbitrement is like to be bloody. Fare you 
well, sir. [Ejyit, 

Kent, My point and period will be thronghly wrought, 
Or well or ill, as this day's battle 's fought. [Exit, 



ACT V. 
SCENE I.— The Camp of the British F&rces near Dtmr, 

Enter, vnth drum and colours, Edmund, Regan, Officers, 

Soldiers, and others, 

Edm, Know of the duke if his last purpose hold. 
Or whether since he is advis'd by aught 
To change the course : he 's fall of alteration 
And sel^reproving : — ^bring his constant pleasure. 

[To an OiHcer, who goes ouL 

Reg. Our sister's man is certsunly miscarried. 

Edm, ^Tis to be doubted, madam. 

Reg. Now, sweet lord. 

You know the goodness I intend upon you : 
Tell me, — but truly, — but then speak the truth, 
Do you not love my sister? 

Edm. In honoured love. 

Reg. But have you never foimd my brother's way 
To the forefended place? 

Edm, That thought abuses you. 

Reg. I am doubtful that you have been conjunct 
And bosom'd with her, as far as we call hers. 

Edm, No, by mine honour, madam. 

Reg. I never shall endure her : dear my lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 

Edm. Fear me not : — 

She and the duke her husband! 

Enter, with drum and colours, Albany, Goneril, 

and Soldiers. 

Oon, [a,8ide.'\ I had rather lose the battle than that sistei 
Should loosen him and me. 
AW, Our very loving sister, well be-met — 
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Sir, this I heard, — ^the king is come to his daughter, 
With others whom the rigour of our state 
Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honest 
I never yet was valiant : for this business, 
It toucheth us, as France invades our land. 
Not holds the king, with others whom, I fear, 
Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 

Edrru Sir, you speak nobly. 

Reg, Why is this reasoned? 

Oon, Combine together 'gainst the enemy ; 
For these domestic and particular broils 
Are not the question here. 

AJh, Let's, then, determine 

With the ancient of war on our proceeding. 

Edin, I shall attend you presently at your tent. 

Reg, Sister, you'll go with us? 

Oon. No. 

Reg, 'Tis most convenient ; pray you, go with us. 

Qon. [aside.^ O, ho, I know the riddle. — I will go. 

A8 they are going out, enter Edgar, disguised, 

Edg. If e'er your grace had speech with man so poor 
Hear me one word. 

AU), I'll overtake you. — Speak. 

[Exeunt Edm., Reg., Gon., Officers, Soldien^ 
and Attendants. 

Edg, Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 
If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it : wretched though I seem, 
I can produce a champion that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you miscarry. 
Your business of the world hath so an end, 
And machination ceases. Fortune love you. 

AU), Stay till I have read the letter. 

Edg. I was forbid it. 

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry, 
And rU appear again. 

Alb, Why, fare thee well : I will o'erlook thy paper. 

{Exit Edgar. 

Re-enter. Edmund. 

Edm, The enemy 's in view ; draw up your powers. 
Here is the giiess of their true strength and forces 
By diligent discovery ; — ^but your haste 
Is now urg'd on you. 

AU>, We will greet the time. [ExU, 
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Edm, To both these sisters have I sworn my love ; 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung 
Are of the adder. Which of them shall I take? 
Both? one? or neither? Neither can be enjoy'd 
If both remain alive : to take the widow 
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril ; 
And hardly shall I carry out my side, 
Her husband being alive. Now, then, we'll use 
His countenance for the battle ; which being done^ 
Let her who would be rid of him devise 
His si)eedy taking off. As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, — 
The battle done, and they within our power, 
Shall never see his pardon : for my state 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [ExiU 



SCENE IL — A Field between the two Camps. 

Alarum within. Enter, with drum and colours, Leab, 
Cordelia, and their Forces ; and exeunt. 

Enter Edgar and Oldster. 

Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host; pray that the right may thrive: 
If ever I return to you again 
I'll bring you comfort. 

Glo, Grace go with you, sir! [j^xi^ Edgar. 

Alarum and Retreat within. Re-enter Edgar. 

Edg. Away, old man, — ^give me thy hand, — away ! 
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta'en : 
Give nie thy hand ; come on. 

Glo. No further, sir ; a man may rot even here. 

Edg. What, in ill thoughts again? Men must endure 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither : 
Ilil)ene!js is aU: — come on. 

OU), And that 's true too. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III.— TAc British Camp near Dover. 

Enter, in conquest, with drum and colours, Edmund; Lear 
and Cordelia prisoners; OflBcers, Soldiers, dc 

Edm. Some officers take them away : good guard, 
Until their greater pleasures first be known 
That are to censure them. 
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Cor, We are not the tirst 

Who, with best meaning, have incurr'd the worst 
For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down ; 
Myself could else out-frown false fortune's frown. — 
Shall we not see these daughters and these sisters? 

Lear. No, no, no, no ! Come, let's away to prison: 
We two alone will sing like birds i' the cage : 
When thou dost ask me blessing I'll kneel down 
And ask of thee forgiveness : so we'll live, 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court news ; and we'll talk with them too, — 
Who loses and who wins ; who 's in, who 's out ; — 
And take upon 's the mystery of things 
As if we were God's spies : and we'll wear out 
In a wall'd prison packs and sects of great ones 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 

JEklm, Take them away. 

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The sods themselves throw incense. Have I caught thee? 
He that parts us shall bring a brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence like foxes. Wipe thine eyes ; 
The good years shall devour them, flesh and fell. 
Ere they shall make us weep : we'll see 'em starve first. 
Come. [ExeuTtt Lear and Cos., guarded, 

Edm, Come hither, captain ; hark. 
Take thou this note [giving a paper] ; go follow them tc 

prison : 
One step I have advanced thee ; if thou dost 
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
To noble fortunes : know thou this, — that men 
Are as the time is : to be tender -minded 
Does not become a sword : — thy great employment 
Will not bear question ; either say thou'lt do't, 
Or thrive by other means. 

Off. I'll do't, my lord. 

Edm, About it ; and write happy when thou hast done. 
Mark, — I say, instantly; and carry it so 
As I have set it down. 

Off, I cannot draw a cart nor eat dried oats ; 
If it be man's work I will do 't. [Exit 

Flcmrish, Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan, Officers, 

and Attendants. 

Alb. Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant strain, 
And fortuue led you well : you have the captives 
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Who were the oppositea of this day's strife: 
We do require them of you, so to use them 
As we shall find their merits and our safety 
May equally determine. 

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 

To send the old and miserable king 
To some retention and appointed guard ; 
Whose age has charms in it, whose title more, 
To pluck the common bosom on his side, 
And turn our impressed lances in our eyes 
Which do command them. With him I sent the queen; 
My reason all the same ; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. At this time 
We sweat and bleed : the friend hath lost his friend 
And the best quarrels, in the heat, are curs'd 
By those that feel their sharpness : — 
The question of Cordelia and her father 
Kcquires a fitter place. 

ALh, Sir, by your patience, 

I hold you but a subject of this war, 
Not as a brother. 

Reg. That 's as we list to grace him. 

Methinks our pleasure might have been demanded 
Ere you had speke so far. He led our powers; 
Bore the commission of my place and person; 
The which immediacy may well stand up 
And call itself your brother. 

Gon, Not so hot : 

In his own grace he doth exalt himself, 
More than m your addition. 

Beg. In my rights, 

By me invested, he compeers the best. 

Gon. That were the most, if he should husband yoiL 

Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets. 

Gon. Holla, holla! 

That eye that told you so look'd but asquint. 

Reg. Lady, I am not well ; else I should answer 
From a fuU-flowing stomach. — General, 
Take thou my solcuers, prisoners, patrimony ; 
Dispose of them, of me ; the walls are thine : 
Witness the world that I create thee here 
My lord and master. 

Gon, Mean you to enjoy him? 

Alh. The let-alone lies not in your good-wilL 

Edm. Nor in thine, lord. 
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Alb, Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

Beg, Let the dram strike, and prove my title thine. 

[To Edmund. 

Alb, Stay yet; hear reason. — Edmund, I arrest thee 
On capital treason ; and, in thy arrest, 
This gilded serpent [pointing to GtOIaERIl]. — For your claim, 

fair sister, 
I bar it in the interest of my wife ; 
'Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord, 
And 1, her husband, contradict your bans. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, — 
My lady is bespoke. 

Gon, An interlude! 

Alb. Thou art arm*d, Gloster: — let the trumpet sound: 
If none appear to prove upon thy person 
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons. 
There is my pledge [throwing down a glove} ; FU make it 

on thy heart, 
Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here proclaimed thee. 

Beg. Sick, 0, sick! 

Gon, [aside.} If not, I'll ne'er trust medicine. 

IJdm, There's my exchange [throwing down a glove} » 
what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain-like he lies : 
Call by thy tnnnpet : he that dares apijroach. 
On him, on you, who not? I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 

A lb. A herald, ho ! 

JiJdm. A herald, ho, a herald! 

A lb. Trust to thy single virtue ; for thy soldiers^ 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Heg. My sickness grows upon me. 

AU), She is not well; convey her to my tent. 

[Exit Began led. 

Enter a Herald. 

Come hither, herald, — Let the trumpet sound, — 
And read out this. 

Off. Sound, trumpet ! I A trumpet soundb. 

Herald, [reads.] If any man of quality or degree within 
the lists of the army vnll muintain upon Edmund, sup- 
posed Earl of Gloster, that he is a munifold traitor, lei 
him appear by tlui third sound ofl/ie trumpet: fie is bold ii» 
his d^etice. 
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Edm. Sound! [1 Trumpet 

Herald, Again! [2 Trumpet, 

Herald, Again! [3 Trumpet 

[Trumpet answers within, 

Enter Edgar, armed, and preceded by a trumpet. 

Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he appears 
Upon this call o* the trumpet. 

Herald, What are you? 

Your name, your quality? and why you answer 
This present summons? 

JSdg, Know, my name is lost ; 

By treason's tooth bare-ffnawn and canker-bit : 
"i et am I noble as the adversary 
1 come to cope. 

Alb, Which is that adversary? 

Edg, What 's he that speaks for Edmund Earl of Glostcr? 

Edm. Himself: — ^what say'st thou to him? 

Edg. Draw thy sword. 

That, if my speech offend a noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee justice : here is mine. 
Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours. 
My oath, and my profession: I protest, — 
Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and eminence^ 
Despite thy victor sword and fire -new fortune. 
Thy valour and thy heart, — thou art a traitor; 
False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father ; 
Conspirant 'gainst this high illustrious prince ; 
And, from the extremest upward of thy head 
To the descent and dust below thy foot, 
A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou No, 
This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak, 
Thou liest. 

Edm, In wisdom I should ask thy name ; 
But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike. 
And that thy tongue some say of breeding breathes, 
What safe and nicely I mi^ht well delay 
By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn : 
Back do I toss these treasons to thy head ; 
With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart ; 
Which, — for they yet glance by and scarcely bruise,— 
This sword of mine shall give them instant way. 
Where they shall for ever rest. — Trumpets, speak! 

[Alarums, They light, Edmund /aZls. 

AJb, Save him, save him 1 
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^071. Tbis is practice, Gloster: 

By the law of arm? thou wast not bound to answer 
An unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquish'd. 
But cozen'd and beguU'd. 

Alb. Shut your mouth, dame. 

Or with this paper shall I stop it : — hold, sir ; 
Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil :— 
No tearing, lady; I perceive you know it. 

[Gives the letter to Edmujok 

Gon. Say, if I do, — ^the laws are mine, not thine : 
Who can arraign me for't? 

Alb. Most monstrous ! 

KnoVst thou this paper? 

Gon, Ask me not what I know. [Eirtt, 

Alb, Go after her: she's desperate; govern her, 

[To an Officer, who goes out, 

Edm. What you have charged me with, that have I done j 
And more, much more ; the time will bring it out : 
'Tis past, and so am I. — But what art thou 
That hast this fortune on me? If thou'rt noble 
I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let 's exchange charity. 

I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund ; 
If more, the more thou hast wrong' d me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy father's son. 
The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to plague us : 
The dark and vicious place where thee he got 
Cost him his eyes. 

Edm. Thou hast spoken right, 'tis true; 

The wheel is come full circle ; I am here. 

Alb. Methought thy very gait did prophesy 
A royal nobleness : — I must embrace thee : 
Let sorrow split my heart if ever I 
Did hate thee or thy father! 

Edg. Worthy prince, I kuow't. 

Alb. Where have you hid yourself? 
How have you known the miseries of your father? 

Edg. By nursing them, my lord. — List a brief tale;— 
And when 'tis told, 0, that my heart would burst 1 — 
The bloody proclamation to escape. 
That foUow'd me so near, — 0, our lives' sweetness! 
That with the pain of death we'd hourly die 
Rather than die at once! — taught me to shift 
Lito a madman's rags ; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs discUtin'd : and in this habit 
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Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 
Their precious stones new lost ; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, sav'd him from des2)air ; 
Never, — fault! — ^reveal' d myself unto him 
Until some half-hour past, when I was arm'd ; 
Not sure, though hoping, of this good success, 
I ask'd his blessing, and from first to last 
Told him my pilgrimage : but his flaw'd heart, — 
Alack, too weak the contiict to supjwrt ! — 
Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grie:^ 
Burst smilingly. 

Edm, This speech of yours hath mov'd m^ 

And shall perchance do good : but s^jeak you on ; 
You look as you had something more to say. 

Alb. If there be more, more woeful, hold it in; 
For I am almost ready to dissolve. 
Hearing of this. 

Edg, This would have seem'd a period 

To such as love not sorrow ; but another, 
To amplify too much, would make much more. 
And top extremity. 

Whilst I was big m clamour, came there a man 
Who, having seen me in my worst estate. 
Shunned my abhorr'd society ; but then, finding 
Wlio 'tw.as that so endur d, with his strong arms 
He fasten'd on my neck, and bellowed out 
As he'd burst he»ven ; threw him on my father ; 
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him 
That ever ear receiv'd : which in recounting 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to crack : twice then the trumpet sounded, 
And there I left him tranc'd. 

Alb. But who was this? 

Bdg. Kent, sir, the banish'd Kent, who in disguise 
FoUow'd his enemy king, and did him service 
Improper for a slave. 

Enter a Gentleman hastily, with a bloody km/e, 

Oent, Help, help, 0, help! 
Edg. What kind of help ? 

Alb, Sx>eak, man. 

Edg. What means that bloody knife? 
Gent. *Tis hot, it smokes; 

It came even from the heart of— 0, she 's dead ! 
Alb. Who dead? gpeak, man. 
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Gent, Your lady, sir, your lady : and her sister 
By her is i)oison'd ; she hath confess'd it 

Edm. I was contracted to them both : all three 
Kow marry in an instant. 

£dg. Here comes Kent. 

Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead : — 
This judgment of the heavens, that makes us tremble, 
Touches us not with pity. [JixU GentleniaiL 

Enter Kent. 
O, is this he? 

The time will not allow the compliment 
Which very manners urges. 

Kent, I am come 

To bid my king and master aye good-night : 
Is he not here? 

Alb, Great thing of us forgot ! — 

Speak, Edmund, where 's the king? and where *s Cordelia? 
[TIte bodies of Gon. and Reg. are brouglU in, 
See'st thou this object, Kent? 

Kent, Alack, why thus? 

Edm, Yet Edmund was belov'd : 

The one the other poison'd for my sake. 
And after slew hersel£ 

A lb. Even so. — Cover their faces. 

Edm. I pant for life : — spme good I mean to do, 
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send, — 
Be brief in it, — ^to the castle; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia : — 
Nay, send in time. 

Alb, Run, run, 0, run! 

EJg. To who, my lord? — ^Who has the office? send 
Thy token of reprieve. 

IHdm. Well thought on : take my sword, 
Give it the captain. 

A lb. Haste thee, for thy life. [ExU Edg ak. 

Edrn. He hath commission from thy wife and me 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her own despair, 
That she fordid hersel£ 

Alb, The gods defend her I — ^Bear him hence awhile. 

[Edmund is boime off, 

He-enter Lear, toith Cordelia dead in his arms; Edgar, 
Officer, ajid others following. 

Lear, Howl, howl, howl, howl I— 0, you are men of stones : 
VOL. VI. L 
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Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd use them so 

That heaven's vault should crack. — She's gone for ever! — 

I know when one i^ dead and when one lives ; 

She's dead as earth. — Lend me a lookii^r-glass ; 

If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 

Why, then she lives. 

Kent. Is this the promis'd end? 

Edrj, Or image of that horror? 

Alh, Fall, and cease! 

Lear. This feather stirs ; she lives ! if it be so, 
It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kerd. my good master 1 [KnediiufL 

Lear, Pr'ythee, away. 

Edg, 'Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all! 
I might have sav'd her; now she's gone for ever! — 
Cordelia, Cordelia! stay a little. Ha! 
What is't thou say'st? — Her voice was ever soft, 
Gentle, and low, — an excellent thing in woman. — 
I kiird the slave that was a-hanging thee. 

Off. 'Tis true, my lords, he did. 

Lear, Did I not, fellow? 

1 have seen the day, with my good biting falchion, 
I would have made them skip : I am old now. 
And these same crosses spoil me. — Who are you? 
Mine eyes are not o' the best: — I'll tell you straight. 

Kent, If fortune brag of two she lov'd and hated. 
One of them we behold. 

Jjear. This is a dull sight. Are you not Kent? 

Kent, The samei» 

Your servant Kent. — Where is your servant Caius? 

Lear. He 's a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 
He '11 strike, and quickly too : — ^he 's dead and rotten. 

Kent, No, my good lord ; I am the very man, — 

Lear, I'll see tnat straight. 

Kent. That from your first of difference and decay 
Have follow'd your sad steps. 

Lear, You are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nornomanelse : — all's cheerless, dark, and deadly.— 
Your eldest daughters have fordone themselves. 
And desperately are dead. 

Lear, Ay, so I think. 

A Tb. He knows not what ne says ; and vain is it 
That we present us to him. 

Edg, Very bootless. 
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Enter an Officer. 

Off. Edmimd is dead, my lord« 

A lb. That 's but a trifle here. — 

You lords and noble friends, know our intent. 
What comfort to this great decay may come 
Shall be applied : for us, we will resign. 
During the life of this old majesty, 
To him our absolute power : — you to your rights ; 

[To Edgar and Kent. 
With boot, and such addition as your honours 
Have more than merited. — AU friends shall taste 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes * 

The cup of their deservines. — 0, see, seel 

Lear, And my poor fool is hang'd! No, no, no, life ! 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat nave life. 
And thou no breath at all? Thou'lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never! — 
Pray you, undo this button: — thank you, sir. — 
Do you see this? Look on her, — look, — her lips, — 
Look there, look there ! — [He dies. 

Edg. He faints ! — My lord, my lord ! — 

KemL Break, heart ; I pr'ythee, break I 

Edg. Look up, my lord. 

Kent, Vex not his ghost: 0, let him pass! he hates him 
That would ui)on the rack of this rough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg, He is gone indeed. 

Kent, The wonder is he hai£ endur'd so long : 
He but usurp' d his life. 

Alb. Bear them from hence. — Our present business 
Is general woe. — Friends of my soul, you twain 

[To Kent and Edgab. 
Bule in this realm, and the gor'd state sustain. 

Kent, I have a journey, sir, shortly to go ; 
My master calls me, — I must not say no. 

ALb, The weight of this sad time we must obey ; 
Si>eak what we feel, not what we ought to say. 
The oldest hath borne most : we that are young 
Shall never see so much nor live so long. 

[Exeunt, with a dead march. 
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SCENE,— DttnTiflr the greater part of the Play in Verona; 
(mce^ in the Fifth Act, at Mantua. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Two households, both alike in dignity, 

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene, 
from ancient grudge break to new mutiny, 

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 
From forth the fatal loins of^hese two foes 

A pair of star-cross'd lovers take their life ; 
Whose misadventur'd piteous overthrows 

Do with their death bury their parents* strife. 
The fearful passage of their death-mark'd love, 
' And the continuance of their parents* ra^e. 
Which but their children's end naught coiud remove^ 

Is now the two hours* traffic of our stage ; 
The which, if you with patient ears attend, 
What here shall miss our toil shall strive to mend. 



ACT L 

SCENE I.— -4 public Place. 

Enter Sampson and Gregory, armed with iwords 

and bucklers. 

Sam, Gregory, o* my word, we'll not cany coals. 

Ore. No, for then we should be colliers. 

Sam^ I mean, an we be in choler we'll draw. 

Ore. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out o' the c»llar. 

Sam, I strike quickly, being moved. 

Ore, But thou art not quickly moved to strike. 

Sam, A dog of the house of Montague moves me. 

Ore. To move is to stir; and to be valiant is to stand: 
therefore, if thou art moved, thou runn'st away. 

Sam. A dog of that house shall move me to stand : I wiU 
take the wall of any man or maid of Montagae'Si 
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Ore. That shows thee a weak slave; for the weakest 
goes to the walL 

Sarn, True; and therefore women, being the weaker 
vessels, ar« ever thrust to the wall : therefore I will push 
Montague's inen from the wall and thrust his maids to the 
walL 

Ore, The quarrel is between our masters and us their men. 

Sam. 'Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant : when I 
have fought with the men I will be cruel with the maids, 
and cut off their heads. 

Ore. The heads of the maids? 

SarrL Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maidenheads ; 
take it in what sense thou wilt. 

Ore. They must take it Iq sense that feel it. 

Swm. Me they shall feel while I am able to stand : and 
'tis known I am a pretty piece^f flesh. 

Ore. 'Tis well thou art not fish ; if thou hadst, thou hadst 
been poor-John. — Draw thy tool; here comes two of the 
house of the Montagues. 

8am. My naked weapon is out : quarrel, I will back the& 

Che. How ! turn thy back and run? 

Sam. Fear me not. 

Ore. No, marry ; I fear thee ! 

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides ; let them begin. 

Ore. I will frown as I pass by ; and let them take it as 
they list. 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at them ; 
which is a disgrace to them if they bear it. 

Enter Abraham and Balthasar. 

Ahr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? 

Sam. I do bite my thumb, sir. 

Al/r. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? 

Sam. Is the law of our side if I say ay? 

Ore. No. 

Sam. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, sir; but 
I bite my thumb, sir. 

Ore. Do you quarrel, sir? 

Ahr. Quarrel, sir! no, sir. 

Sam. If you do, sir, I am for you : I serve as good a 
man as you. 

Ahr, No better, 

Sam, Well, sir. 

Ore. Say better: here comes one of my master's kinsmeni 

Sam. Yes, better, sir. 

Ahr, You lie. 
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Sam, Draw, if you be men. — Gregory, remember thy 
swashing blow. [TfieyJighL 

Enter Benvolio. 

Ben. Part, fools! put up your swords; you know not 
what you da [Beats down tlieir swords. 

Enter Tybalt. 

Tyb, What, art thou drawn among these heartless hinds! 
Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death. 

Ben. I do but keep the peace : put up thy sword. 
Or manage it to part these men with me. 

Tyb. What, drawn, and talk of peace! I hate the word 
As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee : 
Have at thee, coward! [They fight. 

Enter several of both Houses^ who join the fray; then entef 

Citizens with dubs. 

1 Cit. Clubs, bills, and partisans ! strike! beat them down ! 
Down with the Capulcts ! Down with the Montagues ! 

Enter Capulet in his gown, and Lady Capulet, 

Cap. What noise is this? — Give me my long sword, ho! 
Lady C. A crutch, a crutch! — Why c«dl you for a sword I 
(Ja-p. My sword, I say ! — Old Montague is come, 
And flourishes his blade in spite of me. 

Enter Montague and Lady Montagxhs. 

Mon, Thou villain Capulet! — Hold me not, let me go. 
Lady M, Thou shalt not stir a foot to seek a foe. 

Enter Prince, with Attendants. 

Prin, Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
Profaners of this neighbour stained steel, — 
Will they not hear? — What, ho! you men, you beasta 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins,— 
On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mistemper'd weapons to the ground. 
And hear the sentence of your moved prince.- - 
Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word. 
By thee, old Capulet and Montague, 
Have thrice disturbed the quiet of our streets; 
And made Verona's ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming omamentSi 
To wield old partisans in hands as old. 
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OaDker'd witli peace, to part your canker'd hate: 
If ever you disturb our streets again. 
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time, all the rest depart away : — 
You, Capulet, shall go along with me ; — 
And, Montague, come you this afternoon, 
To know our further pleasure in this case. 
To old Free- town, our common judgment-place. — 
Once more, on ])ain of death, all men depart. 

lExeuntTRin. and Attendants; Cap., Lady 0., 
Tyb., Citizens, and Servants. 

Mon, Who set this ancient quarrel new a-broacht— 
Speak, nephew, were you by when it began? 

Ben. Efere were the servants of your adversary 
And youra close fighting ere I did approach : 
I drew to part them : in the instant came 
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepar'd ; 
Which, as he breath'd defiance to my ears, 
He swung about his head, and cut the winds, 
Who, nothing hurt withal, hiss'd him in scorn; 
While we were interchanging thrusts and blows. 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the prince came, who parted either part. 

Lady M O, where is Romeo ?-^w you him to-day t— 
Right glad I am he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worshipped sun 
Peer'd forth the golden window of the east, 
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad ; 
Where, — underneath the grove of sycamore 
That westward rooteth from the city's side, — 
So early walking did I see your son i 
Towards him I made ; but he was ware of me, 
And stole mto the covert of the wood : 
I, measuring his affections by my own,— 
That most are busied when they re most alone, — 
Pursu'd my humour, not pursuing his, 
And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from me, 

Mon. Many a mominir hath he there been seen. 
With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew. 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs t 
But all so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the furthest east begin to draw 
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed. 
Away from light steals home my heavy son. 
And private iu his chamber pens himself; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight oat| 
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And makes himself an artificial night : 

Black and portentous must this humour prove, 

Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 

Ben. My noble unde, do you know the cause? 

Mon, I neither know it nor can learn of him. 

Ben, Have you importun'd him by any means? 

Mon, Both by myself and many other Mends : 
But he, his own affections' counsellor, 
Is to himself, — I will not say how true,— 
But to himself so secret and so close, 
So fer from sounding and discovery. 
As is the bud bit with an envious worm 
Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air, 
Or dedicate ms beauty to the sun. 
Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow, 
We would as willingly give cure as know. 

Ben, See where he comes: so please you, step aside; 
rU know his grievance or be much denik 

Mon. I womd thou wert so happy by thy stay 
To hear true shrift. — Come, madam, let *s away. 

[JSxeunt Montague and Lady, 

Enter Komeo. 

Ben, Crood-morrow, cousin. 

Bom, Is the day so young? 

Ben. But new struck nine. 

Bom, Ay me! sad hours seem long. 

Was that my father that went hence so fast? 

Ben, It was. — ^What sadness lengthens Eomeo's hours? 

Bom^ Not having that which, having, makes them short 

Ben, In love? 

Bom, Out, — 
^671. Of love? 
' Bom. Out of her favour where I am in love. 

Ben. Alas, that love, so eentle in his view, 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! 

Bom, Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still. 
Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will ! — 
Where shall we dine? — O me ! — ^What fray was here? 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 
Here 's much to do with hate, but more with love :— 
Why, then, brawling love ! loving hate I 
O anything, of nothing first create! 
heavy lightness ! serious vanity! 
Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms ! 
Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health! 
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Sfcill- waking sleep, that is not what it is!— 
This love f&dl I, that feel no love in this. 
Dost thou not laugh? 

Ben. No, coz, I rather weep. 

Bom. Good heart, at what? 

Ben. At thy good heaiii*s oppression 

Rom. Why, such is love's transgression. — 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast ; 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine: this love that thou hast shown 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a smoke rais'd with the fume of sighs ; 
Being purg'd, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes ; 
Being vex^ a sea nourish'd with lovers' tears : 
What is it eke ? a madness most discreet, 
A choking gall, and a preserving sweet. — 
Farewell, my coz. [Goings 

Ben. Soft! I will go along: 

An if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Rom. Tut, I have lost myself; I am not here; 
This is not Romeo, he 's some other where. 

Ben. Tell me in sadness who is that you love. 

Bom. What, shall I groan and tell thee? 

Ben. Groan! why, no 

But sadly tell me wha 

Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his will,— 
Ah, word ill urg'd to one that is so ill ! — 
Li sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben. I aim'd so near when I suppos'd you lov'd. 

Bom, A right good marksman ! — ^And she 's fair I love. 

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit. 

Bom^ Well, in that hit you miss : she'll not be hit 
With Cupid's arrow, — she hath Dian's wit ; 
And in strong proof of chastity well arm'd, 
From love's weak childish bow she lives unharm'd. 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 
Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes, 
Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold : 
O, she is rich m beauty ; only poor, 
That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store. 

Ben. Then she hath sworn that she will still live chaste 

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes huge waste; 
For beauty, starv'd with her severity, 
Cuts beauty off from all posterity. 
She is too fair, too wise; wisely too £ur, 
To merit bliss by making me despair t 
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She hath forsworn to love ; and in that vow 
Do I live dead that live to tell it now. - 

Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 

Rom. O, teach me how I should forget to think. 

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes ; 
Examine other beauties. 

Horn. *Tis the way 

To call hers, exquisite, in question more : 
These happy masks that kiss fair ladies' brows, 
Being blacK, put us in mind they hide the fair; 
He that is strucken blind cannot forgot 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost : 
Show me a mistress that is passing fair. 
What doth her beauty serve but as a note 
Where I may read who passed that passing fair? 
Farewell : tnou canst not teach me to forget. 

Ben, I'll pay that doctrine or else die in debt. [Exeuni 



SCENE IL—A Street. 

Enter Capulbt, Pabis, and Servant. 

Cap. But Montague is bound as well as I, 
In x)enalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, I think, 
For men so old as we to keep the peace. 

Par, Of honourable reckoning are you both ; 
And pity 'tis you liv'd at odds so long. 
But now, my lord, what say you to my suit? 

Cap. But saying o'er what I have said before : 
My child is yet a stranger in the world. 
She hath not seen the oiange of fourteen years ; 
Let two more summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers made. 

Cap. And too soon marr'd are those so early made. 
Earth hath swallow'd all my hopes but she,— 
She is the hopeful lady of my eaixih : 
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 
My will to her consent is but a part ; 
An she agree, within her scope of choice 
Lies my consent and fair according voice. 
This night I hold an old accustom d feast, 
Whereto I have invited many a guest. 
Such as I love ; and you, among the store. 
One more, most welcome, makes my number moia 
At my poor house look to behold toil xught 
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Earth-treading stars that make dark heaven light : 

8uch comfort as do lusty young men feel 

When well-apparell'd April on the heel 

Of limiting winter treads, even such delight 

Among fresh female buds shall you this night 

Inherit at my house ; hear all, all see, 

And like her most whose merit most shall be : 

Such, amongst view of many, mine bein^ one. 

May stand in number, though in reckoning none. 

Come, go with me. — Go, sirrah, trudge about 

Through fair Verona ; find those persons out 

Whose names are written there [gives a paper], and to 

them say. 
My house and welcome on their pleasure stay. 

[Exeunt Capulet and Parts. 
Serv, Find them out whose names are written here! It 
is written that the shoemaker should meddle with his yard, 
and the tailor with his last, the fisher with his pencil, and 
the painter with his nest ; but I am sent to find those per- 
sons whose names are here writ, and can never find what 
names the writing person hath here writ. I must to the 
learned : — in good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben, Tut, man, one fire bums out another's burning, 

One pain is lessen'd by another's anguish ; 
Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning ; 

One desperate grief cures with another's languish : 
Take thou some new infection to thy eye, 
And the rank poison of the old will die. 

Bom. Your plantain-leaf is excellent for that. 

Ben, For what, I pray thee? 

Bom, For your broken shin. 

Ben, Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Bom. Not mad, but bound more than a madman is ; 
Shut up in prison, kept without my food, 
Whipp'^d and tormented, and — God-den, good fellow. 

Serv. God gi' god-den. — I pray, sir, can you read? 

Bom. Ay, mine own fortune in m^ misery. 

Serv. Perhaps you have learned it without book : but, I 
pray, can you read anything you see? 

Bom,. Ay, if I know the letters and the language. 

Serv. Ye say honestly : rest you merry ! 

Bom, Stay, fellow; I can read. [Beads. 

Signior Martino and his wife and daugMers; County 
Ansdme and his beauteous sisters; the lady ufidow oj 
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Vitruvio; Signior Placentio and his lovely nieces ; Mercutm 
and his brother Valentine; mine uncle Capulet, his m/fe 
and daughters; my fair niece Rosaline; Livia; Siffnior 
ValeJitio and his cousin Tybalt; Lucio and the lively Helena. 
A fair assembly [gives hack t/ie paper] : whither should they 
come? 

Serv, Up. 

7?om. Whither? 

Serv, To supper; to our house. 

Rom, Whose house? 

Serv, My master's. 

Rom. Indeed, I should have ask'd you that before. 

Serv. Now TU tell you without asking : my master is the 
great rich Capulet ; and if you be not of the house of Mon- 
tagues, I pray, come and crush a cup of wine. Best you 
merry! [Exit, 

Ben. At this same ancient feast of Capulet's 
Sups the fair Rosaline whom thou so lov'st; 
With all the admired beauties of Verona : 
Go thither ; and, with unattainted eye, 
Compare her face with some that I shall show. 
And I will make thee think thy swan a crow. 

Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye 

Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to fires; 
And these, — who, often drown'd, could never die, — 

Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars ! 
One fairer than my love! the all-seeing sun 
Ne'er saw her match since first the world begun. 

Ren. Tut, you saw her fair, none else being by. 
Herself pois'd with herself in either eye ; 
But in that crystal scales let there be weigh'd 
Your lady's love against some other maid 
That I will show you shining at this feast, 
And she shall scant show well that now shows best. 

Rom» I'll go along, no such sijght to be shown, 
But to rejoice in splendour of mine own. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III.— -4 Room in Capulet's House. 

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

Lady C. Nurse, where 's my daughter? call her forth 
tome. 

Nurse, Now, by my maidenhead, — at twelve year old,— 
I bade her come. — What, lamb! what, lady-bird!— 
God forbid! — ^where 's this girl? — what^ Julietl 
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EhUc^ JULIBT. 

Jul, How now, who calls? 

Nurse. Your mother. 

Jul. Madam, I am hera 

What is your will? 

Lady & This is the matter, — Nurse, give leave awhile, 
We must talk in secret : — ^nurse, come back again; 
I have remembered me, thou's hear our counsel 
Thou know'st my daughter *8 of a pretty age. 

Nurse, Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour. 

Lady G. She 's not fourteen. 

Nurse, I'll lay fourteen of my teeth,— 

And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but four, — 
She is not fourteen. How long is it now 
To Lammas-tide? 

Lady G. A fortnight and odd days. 

Nurse, Even or odd, of all days in the year, 
Come Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen. 
Susan and she, — God rest all Christian souls ! — 
Were of an age •* well, Susan is with God; 
She was too good for me : — but, as I said. 
On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen ; 
That shall she, marry ; I remember it well, 
'lis since the eartha uake now eleven years ; 
And she was wean'd, — I never shall forget it,— 
Of all the dajTS of the year, upon that day : 
For I had then laid wormwood to my dug. 
Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall; 
My lord and you were then at Mantua : 
Nay, I do bear a brain : — but, as I said. 
When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple 
Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool. 
To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug! 
Shake, quoth the dove-house : 'twas no need, I trow. 
To bid me trudge. 

And since that time it is eleven years ; 
For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the rood 
She could have run and waddled all about ; 
For even the day before, she broke her brow : 
And then my husband, — God be with his soul! 
*A was a merry man, — ^took up the child : 
Yea, quoth he, dost thou/all upon thy face? 
Thou wiUfall haxikward when thou hast more toU; 
Wilt thou noty Jule? and, by my holidame, 
The pretty wreteh left cryin^^ and said Ay: 
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To Bee, now, how a jest shall come about! 

I warrant, an I should live a thousand years, 

I never should forget it : WUt thou not, Jule? quoth he; 

And, pretty fool, it stinted, and said Ay, 

Lady C. Enough of tliis ; I pray thee, hold thy peace. 

Nurse. Yes, madam ; — yet 1 cannot choose but laugh. 
To think it should leave crying, and say Ay: 
And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow 
A bump as big as a young cockerel's stone ; 
A parlous knock ; and it cried bitterly. 
Yea^ quoth my husband, falFst upon thy face f 
Thou wilifall backward when thou com^st to age ; 
Wilt tJiou not, Jule? it stinted, and said Ay, 

Jul, And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, say L 

Nurse, Peace, I have done. God mark thee to his grace 
Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nurs'd : 
An I might live to see thee married once, 
I have my wish. 

Lady C. Marry, that marry is the very theme 
I came to talk of. — Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be married? 

Jul. It is an honour that I dream not of. 

Nurse, An honour! were not I thine only nurse, 
I would say thou hadst suck'd wisdom from thy teat. 

Lady C. Well, think of marriage now ; younger than you, 
Here in Verona, ladies of esteem, 
Are made already mothers : by my count 
I was your mother much upon these years 
That you are now a maid. Thus, then, in brief; — 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Nurse. A man, young lady ! lady, such a man 
As aU the world — why, he 's a man of wax. 

Lady G. Verona's summer hath not such a flowei 

Nurse. Nay, he's a flower; in faith, a very flower. 

Lady G, What say you? can you love the gentleman? 
Tliis night you shall behold him at our feast ; 
Bead o'er the volume of youn^ Paris' face. 
And find delight writ there with beauty's pen; 
Examine every married lineament. 
And see how one another lends content ; 
And what obscur'd in this fair volume lies 
Fmd written in the margent of his eyes. 
This precious book of love, this unbound lover. 
To beautify him, only lacks a cover : 
The fish lives in the sea ; and 'tis much pride 
For fair without the fair within to hide : 

VOL. VI. M 
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That book in many's eyes doth share the glory 
That in gold clasps locks in the golden story ; 
So shall you shiure all that he doth possess, 
By having him, making yourself no less. 

Nurse, No less! nay, bigger; women grow by men. 

Lady O, Speak briefly, can you like of Paiis love? 

Jul, ril look to like, if lookmg liking move : 
But no more deep will I endart mine eye 
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 

Enter a Servant. 

8erv. Madam, the guests are come, supper served np» 

you called, my young lady asked for, the nurse cursed in 

the pantry, and everything in extremity. I must hence 

to wait ; I beseech you, follow straight. 

Lady C. We follow thee. [ExU Servant. ]-Juliet, tho 

county stays. 
Nurse. 60, girl, seek happy nights to happy days. 

[ExeunL 

SCENE rV.— ^ Street, 

Enter Bobieo, Mkrcutio, Benvouo, with Jive or six 
Maskers, Torch-bearers, atid otJiers, 

Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our oxcusef 
Or shall we on without apolosy? 

^671. The date is out of such prolixity : 
We'll have no Cupid hoodwink'a with a scar^ 
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath. 
Scaring the ladies like a crow-kee})er ; 
Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance : 
But, let them measure us by what they will. 
We'll measure them a measure, and be gone. 

Roth. Give me a torch, — I am not for this ambb'ng; 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

Mer, Nay, gentle Romeo, we nmst have you danco. 

Rom. Not I, believe me : you have dancing shoes, 
With nimble soles : I have a soul of lead 
So stakes me to the ground I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a lover ; borrow Cuj)id's wings, 
And soar with them above a common bound. 

Rom, I am too sore enpierced with his shaft 
To soar with his light feathers ; and so bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe : 
Under love's heavy bunlen do I sink* 
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Mer. And to sink in it should you burden love ; 
Too great opi)re8sion for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is love a tender thing? it is too rou<'h, 
Too rude, too boisterous ; and it pricks like thorn. 

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love ; 
Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down. — 
Give me a case to put my visage in : [^Putting on a mask, 
A visard for a visard ! — what care I 
Wliat curious eye doth quote deformities? 
Here are the beetle-brows shall blush for me. 

Ben. Come, knock and enter ; and no sooner in 
But every man betake him to his legs. 

Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, li^ht of heart, 
Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels ; 
For I am proverb'd with a grandsire phrase, — 
I'll be a candle-holder, and look on, — 
The game was ne'er so fair, and I am done. 

Mer, Tut, dun's the mouse, the constable's own wordi 
If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire 
Of this — sir-reverence — love, wherein thou stick'st 
Up to the ears. — Come, we bum daylight, ho. 

Rom, Nay, that 's not so. 

Mer, I mean, sir, in delay 

We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day. 
Take our good meaning, for our judgment sits 
Five times in that ere once in our five wits. 

Rom» And we mean well in going to this mask ; 
But 'tis no wit to go. 

Mer, Why, may one ask ? 

Rom^ I dreamt *a dream to-night. 

Mer, And so did L 

Rom, Well, what was yours? 

Mer, That dreamers often lie. 

Rom, In bed asleep, while they do dream things true, 

Mer. 0, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the fairies' midwife ; and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman. 
Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men's noses .as they lie asleep : 
Her waggon-spokes made of long spinners' legs ; 
The cover, of the wiugs of grasshoppers ; 
The traces, of the smallest spider's web; 
The collars, of the moonshine's watery beams; 
Her whip, of cricket's bone; the lash, of film; 
Her waggoner, a small gray-coated gnat. 
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Not half so his as a round little worm 

Prick'd from tne lazy finger of a maid: 

Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut, 

Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub, 

Time out o' mind the fairies' coachmakers. 

And in this state she gallops night by night 

Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love ; 

O'er courtiers' knees, that dream on court' sies straight; 

O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees ; 

O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream, — 

Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues. 

Because their breaths with sweatmeats tainted are: 

Sometime she gallops o*er a courtier's nose. 

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit ; 

And sometime comes she with a tithe-pig's tail, 

Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep, 

Then dreams he of another benefice : 

Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck. 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats^ 

Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades. 

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 

Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes ; 

And, being thus fritted, swears a prayer or two^ 

And sleeps again. This is that very Mab 

That plats the manes of horses in the night ; 

And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs. 

Which, once untangled, nmch misfortune bodes : 

This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs, 

That presses them, and learns them first to bear. 

Making them women of good carriage : • 

This is she, — 

Bom. Peace, j)eace, Mercutio, peace. 

Thou talk'st of nothing. 

Mer. True, I talk of dreams, 

Which are the children of an idle brain. 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy ; 
Which is as thin of substance as the air. 
And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bosom of the north. 
And, being anger'd, puffs away from thence. 
Turning his face to the dew-dro})ping south. 

Ben. This wind you talk of blows us from ourselves r 
Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 

liom, I fear, too early : for my mind misgives 
Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
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With this night's revels ; and expire the term 
Of a despised life, clos'd in my breast, 
By some vile forfeit of untimely death : 
But He that hath the steerage of my course 
Direct my sail! — On, lusty gentlemen. 
Ben, Strike, drum. [Exeunt 



SCENE v.— ^ IlaU in Capulet's Hotise. 

Mitsiciana waiting. Enter Servants. 

1 Serv. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take away! 
he shift a trencher! he scrape a trencher! 

2 Serv, When good manners shall lie all in one or two 
men's hands, and they unwashed too, 'tis a foul thing. 

1 Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove the court- 
cupboard, look to the plate : — good thou, save me a piece 
of marchpane ; and as thou lovest me let the porter let in 
Susan Grindstone and Nell. — Antony! and Potpan! 

2 Serv, Ay, boy, ready. 

1 tServ, You are looked for and called for, asked for and 
sought for in the great chamber. 

2 Serv. We cannot be here and there too. — Cheerly, boys; 
be brisk awhile, and the longer liver take all. 

[They retire behind. 

Enter Cafulet, <fec., with the Guests and tJie Maskers. 

Cap. Welcome, gentlemen! ladies that have their toes 
Unplagu'd with corns will have a bout with you. — 
Ah ha, my mistresses! which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? she that makes dainty, she, 
I'll swear, hath corns; am I come near you now? 
Welcome, gentlemen! I have seen the day 
That I have worn a visard ; and could tell 
A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear, 
Such as would please ; — 'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis gone : 
You ar6 welcome, gentlemen! — Come, musicians, play. — 
A hall, — a hall ! give room, and foot it, girls. — 

[Music playSy and they dance. 
More light, you knaves ; and turn the tables up, 
And quench the tire, the room is grown too hot. — 
Ah, sirrah, this unlook'd-for sport comes welL 
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet ; 
For you and I are past our dancing days: 
How long is't now since last younSlf and I 
Were in a mask? 
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2 Cap. By'r lady, thirty years. 

Cap, What, man ! 'tis not so much, 'tis not so much i 
'Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio, 
Come Pentecost as quickly as it will. 
Some five-and-twenfy years ; and then we mask'd. 

2 Gap. 'Tis more, tis more: his son is elder, sir; 
His son is thirty. 

Cap. Will you tell me that? 

His son was but a ward two years ago. 

Rom. What lady is that which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight? 

Serv. I know not, sir. 

Rom. 0, she doth teach the torches to bum bright I 
It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night 
like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear ; 
Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear ! 
So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows 
As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows. 
The measure done, I'll watch her place of stand. 
And, touching hers, make blessed my rude handl 
Bid my heart love till now? forswear it, sight. 
For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night. 

Tyh, This, by his voice, should be a Montague.— 
Fetch me my rapier, boy : — what, dares the slave 
Come hither, cover* d with an antic face, 
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity? 
Now, by the stock and honour of my kin, 
To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

Cap. Why, how now, kinsman ! wherefore storm you sot 

Tyh. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 
A villain, that is hither come in snite, 
To scorn at our solemnity this night. 

Cap. Young Romeo, is it? 

Tyh. *Tis he, that villain, Komea 

Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone, 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 
And, to say truth, Verona brags of him 
To be a virtuous and well-govem'd youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all the town 
Here in my house do him disparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, — 
It is my will ; the which if thou respect. 
Show a fair presence and put off these frowns, 
An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast. 

Tyh. It fits, when such a villain is a guerti 
I'll not endure him. 
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Cap. He shall be endur'd : 

What, goodman, boy!— I say he shall; — go to; 
Am I the master here or you ? go to. 
You'll not endure him! — God shall mend my soul, 
You'll make a mutiny among my guests ! 
You will set cock-a-hoop! you'll be the man ! 

Tyb, Why, uncle, 'tis a shame. 

Cap. Goto, go to; 

You are a saucy boy. Is't so, indeed? — 
This trick may chance to scath you, — I know what: 
You must contrary me! marry, 'tis time. — 
Well said, my hearts ! — You are a pr ncox ; go : 
Be quiet, or — More light, more light ! — For shame ! 
I'll make you qu.et. — What,— cb^^erly, my hearts. 

Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting 
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall. 
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter galL [ExU, 

Horn. If I profane with my unworthiest hand [7V> Juliet. 

This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this, — 
My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready staiid 

To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss. 

Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much. 

Which mannerly devotion shows in this ; 
For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch, 

And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss. 

Bom, Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too? 

Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer. 

Rom. 0, then, dear saint, let hps do what hands do; 

They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair. 

JuL Saints do not move, though grant for prayers'' 
sake. ' 

Rom. Then move not while my prayers' effect I take. 
Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purg'd. [Kissifig her 
. Jul, Then have my lips the sin that they have took. 

Rom>, Sin from my lips? O trespass sweetly urg'd I 
Give me my sin again. 

Jul. You kiss by the book. 

Nurse, Madam, your mother craves a word with you. 

Rom, What is her mother ? 

Nurse. Marry, bachelor, 

Her mother is the lady of the house. 
And a good lady, and a wise and virtuous : 
I nurs'd her daughter that you talk'd withal; 
I tell vou, he that can lay hold of her 
Shall nave the chinks. 
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R<ym, Is she a Capnlet ? 

dear account! my life is my foe's debt. 

Ben, Away, be gone ; the sport is at the best. 

Rom, Ay, so I fear; the more is my unrest. 

Cap, Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone; 
We have a trifling foolish banquet towards. — 
Is it e'en so? why, then I thank you all; 

1 thank you, honest gentlemen; good-night. — 
More torches here! — Come on, then let *s to bed. 
Ah, sirrah [to 2 Cap,\ by my fay, it waxes late: 

m to my rest. [Exeunt all hut Juliet and Nurses 

Jul, Come hither, nurse. What is yon gentleman? 

Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio. 

Jul, What 's he that now is going out of door? 

Nurse, Marry, that I think be youn^ Petruchio. 

JuL What 's he that follows there, that would not dancot 

Nurse. I know not. 

Jul, Go, ask his name : if he be married, 
My grave is like to be my weddins-bed. 

Isurse* His name is Komeo, and a Montague; 
The only son of your great enemy. 

Jul, My only love sprung from my only hate! 
Too early seen unknown, and known too late! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me, 
That I must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse, What's this? What's this? 

Jul, A rhyme I learn' d even now 

Of one I danc'd withal. [Ortje caMs within^ ** Juliet! *• 

Nurse, Anon, anon! — 

Come, let 's away; the strangers all are gone. [Exeunt, 

Enter Chorus. 
Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie. 

And young affection gapes to be his heir ; 
That fair for which love groan'd for, and would die, 

With tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair. 
Now Romeo is belov'd, and loves again. 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks ; 
But to his foe suppos'd he must complain. 

And she steal love's sweet bait from fearful hooks : 
Being held a foe, he may not have access 

To breathe such vows as lovers us'd to swear ; 
And she as much in love, her means much less 

To meet her new-beloved anywhere: 
But passion lends them power, time means to meet, 
Tempering extremities with extreme sweet. [Exii, 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE L — An open Place adjoining Capulet's Garden, 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Can I go forward when my heart is here? 
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out. 

[He climbs the waU and leaps dovm within iL 

Enter Benvolio and Mbrcutio. 

Ben, Romeo! my consin Eomeol 

Mer. He is wise; 

And, on my life, hath stoFn him home to bed. 

Ben, He ran this way, and leap'd this orchard wall : 
Call, good Mercutio. 

Mer, Nay, Til conjure too. — 

Romeo! humours! madman! passion! lover! 
Appear thou in the likeness oi a sigh : 
Speak but one rhyme and I am satisfied ; 
Cry but. Ah me ! pronounce but, Love and dove ; 
Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word, 
One nickname for ner purblind son and heir, 
Young auburn Cupid, ne that shot so trim 
When King Cophetua lov'd the beggar-maid! — 
He heareth not, he stirreth not, he raoveth not; 
The ape is dead, and I must conjure him. — 
I conjure thee by Rosaline's bright eyes, 
By her high forehead and her scarlet lip. 
By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh. 
And the demesnes that there adjacent lie. 
That in thy likeness thou appear to us! 

Ben, An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 

Mer, This cannot anger him : 'twould anger him 
To raise a spirit in his mistress' circle, 
Of some strange nature, letting it there stand 
Till she had laid it, and conjur'd it down ; 
That were some spite : my invocation 
Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress' name, 
X conjure only but to raise up him. 

Ben, Come, he hath hid himself among these trees, 
To be consorted with the humorous night : 
Blind is his love, and best befits the dark. 

Mer, If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will he sit under a medlar tree, 
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And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit 
As maids call medlars when they lauj^h alone. — 
Romeo, good-night. — I'll to my truckle-bed; 
This tield-bed is too cold for me to sleej) : 
Come, shall we got 

Ben, Go, then ; for 'tis in vain 

To seek him here that means not to be found. [Exeunt, 



SCENE IL— Capulet's Garden, 

Enter Romeo. 

Ifom, He jests at scars that never felt a wound. — 

[Juliet appears above at a window. 
But, soft! what light through yonder window breaks? 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun! — 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already sick and pale with grief. 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she : 
Be not her maid, since she is envious ; 
Her vestal livery is but sick and green, 
And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off. — 
It is my lady ; 0, it is my love ! 
0, that she knew she were ! — 
She speaks, yet she says nothing : what of that? 
Her eye discourses, I will answer it. — 
I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks : 
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven. 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres tUl they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars, 
As daylight doth a lamp ; her eyes in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright 
That birds would sing, and think it were not night. — 
See how she leans her cheek upon her hand! 
0, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek ! 

Jul, Ah me! 

Horn, ^ She speaks*- - 

0, speak again, bright angel! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head. 
As IS a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned wondering eyes 
Of mortals that fall bac^ to gaze on hun 
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When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Jul. Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Deny^ thy father and refuse thy name ; 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom, [aside.] Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this? 

Jul. 'Tis but thy name that is my enemy ; — 
Thou art thyself though, not a Montague. 
What *s Montague ? It is nor hand, nor foot, 
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belon^g to a man. O, be some other name! 
What s in a name? that which we call a rose^ 
By any other name would smell as sweet ; 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd. 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes 
Without that title : — Romeo, doff thy name ; 
And for that name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all myself. 

Horn. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but love, and I'll be new baptiz'd ; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen'd in nighty 
So stumblest on my counsel? 

Horn, By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself 
Because it is an enemy to thee ; 
Had 1 it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague? 

Bom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 

Jul. How cam'st thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 
The orchard walls are high and hard to climb ; 
And the place death, considering who thou art, 
K any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Bom. With love's light wings did I o'er-perch these walls ; 
For stony limits cannot hold love out : 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt ; 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me. 

Jul If they do see thee they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye 
Than twenty of their swords : look thou but sweet, 
And I am proof against their enmity. 

JuL I would not for the world they saw thee hereu 
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Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me from their sight ; 
And, but thou love me, let them find me here : 
My life were better ended by their hate 
Than death prorogued wanting of thy love. 

JuL By whose direction found'st thou out this place? 

7^0771. By love, who first did prompt me to inquire ; 
He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shore wash'd with the farthest sea, 
I would adventure for such merchandise. 

JuL Thou know'st the mask of night is on my face, 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke : but farewell compliment i 
Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say Ay; 
And 1 will take thy word : yet, if thou swear' st, 
Thou mayst prove false ; at lovers' perjuries 
They say Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully: 
Or, if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 
m frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo ; but else, not for the world. 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 
And therefore thou mayst think my 'haviour light: 
But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange. 
I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that thou over-heard'st, ere I was 'ware, 
My true love's passion : therefore pardon me ; 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Horn, Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear, 
That tips with sUver all these fruit-tree tops, — 

JiiL O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb. 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 

Bom. What shall I swear by? 

Jitl, Do not swear at all ; 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious sel^ 
Which is the god of my idolatry, 
And I'll believe thee. 

Rom. If my heart's dear lov^, — 

JuL Well, do not swear : although I joy in thee^ 
I have no joy of this contract to-night : 
It is too rash, too unadvis'd, too sudden; 
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Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be 
Ere one can say, Tt lightens. Sweet, good-night I 
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath. 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet. 
Good-night, good -night! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to thy heart as that within my breast! 

Rom. 0, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied? 

Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to-night? 

Bom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine. 

JuL I gave thee mine before thou didst request it : 
And yet I would it were to give again. 

Mom, Wouldst thou withdraw it? for what purpose, 
love? 

Jul. But to be frank, and ^ve it thee again. 
And yet I wish but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee 
The more I have, for both are infinite. [Nurse calls within, 
I hear some noise within ; dear love, adieu! — 
Anon, good nurse! — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. lExit, 

Rom. blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard, 
Being in night, all this is but a dream, 
Too nattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re-enter Juliet above. 

JuL Three words, dear Romeo, and good-night indeed* 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow, 
By one tnat I'll procure to come to thee, 
Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay, 
And follow thee, my lord, throughout the world. 

Nurse. [within.'\ Madam! 

Jul. I come anon. — But if thou mean'st not well, 
I do beseech thee, — 

Nurse, {within,'] Madam! 

Jul. By and by, I come : — 

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 
To-morrow will I send. 

Rom. So thrive my soul, — 

JuL A thousand times good-night! [BkriL 

Rom. A thousand times the worse, to want thy light.— 
Love goes toward love as school-boys from their books ; 
But love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 

\Retiriiig ehwly, 
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Re-enter Juliet above, 

Jul. Hist! Romeo, hist! — for a falconer's voice, 
To Inre this tassel -gentle back again ! 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 
Else would I tear the cave where Echo lies. 
And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine 
With repetition of ray Romeo's name. 

Bom. It is my soul that calls upon my name : 
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night, 
like softest music to attending ears I 

Jul. Romeo! 

Rom. My dear? 

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee? 

RoTTU At the hour of nine. 

Jul. I will not fail : 'tis twenty years till then. 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom, Let me stand here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I shall forget, to have thee still stand there, 
Remembering how I love thy company. 

Rom^ And I'll still stay, to have thee still forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jul. 'Tis almost morning; I would have thee gone: 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird ; 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand. 
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves. 
And with a silk thread plucks it back again. 
So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet, so would I : 

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 
Good-night, good -night! parting is such sweet soitow 
That I shall say good-night till it be morrow. [EriU 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast 1 — 
Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to restl 
Hence will 1 to my ghostly father's cell, 
His help to crave and my dear hap to teU. [EjcU. 



SCENE IIL— Friar Lawrence's Cell 

Enter Friar Lawrence with a basket. 

Fri. L. The gray-ey'd mom smiles on the frowning night, 
Chequering the eastern clouds with streaks of light ; 
And fLookSi darkness like a drunkard reels 
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From fortli day's path and Titan's fiery wheels : 

Now, ere the sun advance his burning eye, 

The day to cheer and night's dank dew to dry, 

I must up-fiU this osier cage of ours 

With baleful weeds and precious-juiced flowers. 

The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb; 

What is her burying grave, that is her womb: 

And from her womb children of divers kind 

We sucking on her natural bosom find ; 

Many for many virtues excellent, 

None but for some, and yet all different. 

0, mickle is the powerful grace that lies 

In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities : 

For naught so vile that on the earth doth live 

But to the earth some special good doth give ; 

Nor aught so good but, strain'd from that fiiir use, 

Revolts from ti*ue birth, stumbling on abuse : 

Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ; 

And vice sometimes by action dignified. 

Within the infant rind of this small flower 

Poison hath residence, and medicine power : 

For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each pai^t; 

Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart. 

Two such opposed kings encamp them still 

In man as well as herbs, — grace and rude will; 

And where the worser is predominant. 

Full soon the canker death eats up that plant. 

Enter Romeo. 

Bom, Good-morrow, father! 

Fri. L, Benjedicite! 

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me ?— 
Young son, it argues a distemper'd head 
So soon to bid good -morrow to thy bed : 
Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye, 
And where care lodges sleep will never lie ; 
But where unbruisei youth with unstuff'd brain 
Both couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign : 
Therefore thy earliness doth me assure 
Thou art uprous'd by some distemperature ; 
Or if not so, then here I hit it riglit, — 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

Rom. That last is true ; the sweeter rest was mine. 

Fri. L. God pardon sin ! wast thou with Bosaline? 

Rom^ With Rosaline, my ghostly father? no; 
I have forgot that name, and that name 's woei. 
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FrL L, That 's my good son : but where hast thou been 
then? 

Rom. I'll tell thee ere thou ask it me again. 
I have been feasting with mine enemy ; 
Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded rae 
That 's by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physic lies :■ 
I bear no hatred, blessed man ; for, lo. 
My intercession likewise steads my foe. 

Fi^ L, Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift ; 
Hiddling confession finds but riddling shrifb. 

Rom. Then plainly know my hearts dear love is set 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ; 
And all combin'd, save what thou must combine 
By holy marriage : when, and where, and how 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow, 
ril tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray. 
That thou consent to marry us to-day. 

FrL L, Holy St. Francis ! what a change is here I 
Is Kosaline, whom thou didst love so dear. 
So soon forsaken? young men's love, then, lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Jesu Maria, what a deal of brine 
Hath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Kosaline I 
How much salt water thrown away in waste, 
To season love, that of it doth not taste ! 
The Sim not yet thy sighs from heaven clears. 
Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears ; 
Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear that is not wash'd off yet : 
If e'er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine, 
Thou and these woes were all for Kosaline : 
And art thou chang'd? pronounce this sentence, then, — 
Women may fall, when there 's no strength in men. 

Rom, Thou chidd'st me oft for loving xtosaline. 

Fri. L. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine. 

Rom, And bad'st me bury love. 

Fri. L, Not in a grave, 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom, I pray thee, chide not : she whom I love now 
Doth grace for grace and love for love allow ; 
The other did not so. 

FrL L. 0, she knew well 

Thy love did read by rote, and could not spelL 
But come, young waverer, oome, go with me. 
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In one respect I'll thy assistant be ; 

For this alliance may so happy prove, 

To tarn your households' rancour to pure love. 

Rom. 0, let us hence ; I stand on sudden haste. 

Fri, L. Wisely and slow ; they stumble that run fast. 

[ExtimU 

SCENE IV.— ^ Street 

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 

Mer. Where the devil should this Romeo be? — 
Came he not home to-night? 

Ben. Not to his father's ; I spoke with his man. 

Mer, Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, that 
Rosaline, 
Torments him so that he will sure run mad. 

Ben, Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet, 
Hath sent a letter to his father's house. 

Mer. A challenGje, oji my life. 

Ben, Romeo will answer it. 

Mer, Any man that can write may answer a letter. 

Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how he 
dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead! stabbed 
with a white wench's black eye; shot thorough the ear 
with a love-song ; the very pin of his heart cleft with the 
blind bow-boy s butt-shaft : and is he a man to encounter 
Tybalt? 

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt? 

Mer, More than prince of cats, I can tell you. 0, he 
is the courageous captain of compliments. He fights as 
you sing prick-song, keeps time, distance, and proj)ortion ; 
rests me nis minim rest, one, two, and the third in your 
bosom: the very butcher of a silk button, a dueUist, a 
duellist ; a gentleman of the very first house, — of the first 
and second cause: ah, the immortal passado! the pun to 
reverse ! the hay ! — 

Ben. The what? 

Mer, The pox of such antic, lisping, affecting fantas- 
ticoes; these new tuners of accents! — By Jemt, a very good 
blade! — a very tall man! — a very good whore/ — Why, is 
not this a lamentable thing, grandsire, that we should be 
thus afflicted with these strange flies, these fashion- 
mongers, thestj pardonnez-moiSf wno stand so much on the 
new form that they cannot sit at ease on the old bencht 
O, their hons, their bona/ 

VOL. VL V 
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Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer, Without his roe, like a dried herring. — O flesh, 
flesh, how art thou fishitied ! — Now is he for the numbers 
that Petrarch flowed in: Laura, to his lady, was but a 
kitchen-wench, — marry, she had a better love to be-rhyrae 
her ; Dido, a dowdy ; Cleopatra, a gipsy ; Helen and Hero, 
hildings and harlots ; Thisbe, a gray eye or so, but not to 
the purpose, — 

Enter Romeo. 

Signior Romeo, bon jour! there 's a French salutation to 
your French slop. You gave us the counterfeit fairly last 
night. 

Rom. Grood-morrow to you both. What counterfeit did 
1 give you ? 

Mer. The slip, sir, the slip; can you not conceive ? 

JRom, Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was great; 
and in such a case as mine a man may strain courtesy. 

Mer. That's as much as to say, such a case as yours 
constrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Jiom. Meaning, to court'sy. 

Mer, Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

Jiom. A most courteous exposition. 

Mer, Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. 

Jiom. Pink for flower. 

Mer, Ri^ht. 

Jiom, Wny, then is my pump well flowered. 

Mer, Well said : follow me this jest now till thou hast 
worn out thy pump; that when the single sole of it is 
worn, the jest may remain, after the wearing, sole singular. 

Bom, single-soled jest, solely singular for the smgle- 
ness! 

Mer. Come between us, good Benvolio ; my wits faint. 

Horn. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs ; or I'll cry a 
match. 

Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chase, I have 
done ; for thou hast more of the wild-goose in one of tliy 
wits than, I am sure, I have in my whole live : was I with 
you there for the goose ? 

Mom. Thou wast never with me for anything when thou 
wast not there for the goose. 

Mer, I will bite thee by the ear for that jest. 

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not. 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting; it is a most 
sharp sauce. 

Rom, And is it not well served in to a sweet goose ? 



flCJBNE rv. ROMEO AND JULIET. 179 

Me.r, 0, hero *8 a wit of cheveril, that stretches from an 
inch narrow to an ell broad! 

Rom, I stretch it out for that word, broad: which 
added to the goose, proves thee far and wide a broad goose. 

M(^, Why, is not this better now than groaning for 
love ? now aii; thou sociable, now art thou Romeo ; now art 
thou what thou art, by art as well as by nature : for this 
drivelling love is like a m*eat natural, that runs loUing up 
and down to hide his bauble in a hole. 

Ben, Stop there, stop there. 

Mer, Thou desirest me to stop in my tale against the hair. 

Be/a, Thou wouldst else have made thy tale large. 

Mer, 0, thou art deceived ; I would have made it short : 
for I was come to the whole depth of my tale; and meant, 
indeed, to occupy the argument no longer. 

Rcym, Here 's goodly gear! 

Enter Nurse and Peter. 

Mer, A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Ben. Two, two ; a shirt and a smock. 

Nurse, Peter! 

Peter, Anon? 

Nurse. My fan, Peter. 

Mer, Good I'oter, to hide her face; for her fan 's the fairer 
face. 

Nurse. God ye good -morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye good -den, fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse. Is it good-den ? 

Mer. 'Tis no less, I tell you; for the bawdy hand of 
the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 

Nurse. Out upon you ! what a man are you ! 

Rom, One, gentlewoman, that God hath made himself 
to mar. 

Nurse, By my troth, it is well said; — for himself to 
mar. quoth 'a? — Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I 
may find the young Romeo? 

Rom. I can tell you: but young Romeo will be older 
when you have found him than he was when you sought 
him : I am the youngest of that name, for fault of a worse. 

Nurse. You say well. 

Mer, Yea, is the worst well ? very well took, i' faith ; 
vasely, wisely. 

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some confidence with 
you. 

Ben, She will indite him to some supper. 

Mer, A bawd, a bawd, a bawd! So nol 
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Eom, What hast thou found ? 

Mer, No hare, sir; unless a hare, sir, in a lenten pie, 
ihat is something stale and hoar ere it be spent. [Simjs, 

An old hare hoar. 

And an old hare hoar. 
Is very good meat in Lent : 

But a hare that is hoar 

Ts too much for a score, 
When it hoars ere it be spent 

Romeo, will you come to your father's? we'll to dinner 
thither. 

Bom. I will follow you. 

Mer, Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, — [singing] lady, 
lady, lady. [Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio. 

Nurse. Marry, farewell! — I pray you, sir, what saucy 
merchant was this, that was so full of his ropery? 

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear himself 
talk ; and will speak more in a minute than he will stand 
to in a month. 

Nurse. An 'a speak anything against me, I'll take him 
down, an 'a were lustier than he is, and twenty such 
Jacks ; and if I cannot, I'll find those that shall. Scurvy 
knave! I am none of his flirt-gills; I am none of his 
skains-mates. — ^And thou must stand by too, and suffer 
every knave to use me at his pleasure ? 

Pet, I saw no man use you at his pleasure; if I had, 
my weapon should quickly have been out, I warrant you : 
I dare draw as soon as another man, if I see occasion in a 
good quarrel, and the law on my side. 

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed that every part 
about me quivers. Scurvy knave! — Pray you, sir, a word : 
and as I told you, my young lady bade me inquire you 
out ; what she bade me say I will keep to myself: but first 
let me tell ye, if ye should lead her mto a fool's paradise, 
as they say, it were a very gross kind of behaviour, as they 
say : for the gentlewoman is young ; and, therefore, if you 
should deal double with her, truly it were an ill thing to 
be offered to any gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mistress. 1 
protest onto thee, — 

Nurse. Good heart, and, i' faith, I will tell her as much : 
Lord, Lord, she will be a joyfiil woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou dost not 
mark me. 

Nurse. I will tell her, sir, — that you do protest; whicliy 
as I take it, is a gentlemanlike offer. 
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Rovi. Bid her devise some means to come to slinft 
This afternoon; 

Ajid there she shall at Friar Lawrence' cell 
Be shriv'd and married. Here is for thy pains. 

Nurse, No, truly, sir ; not a penny. 

Rom. Go to ; I say you shalL 

Nurse, This afternoon, sir ? well, she shall be there. 

Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey-wall : 
Within this hour my man shall be with thee. 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair; 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret night. 
Farewell ; oe trusty, and I'll quit thy pains : 
Farewell ; commend me to thy mistress. 

Nurse. Now God in heaven bless thee ! — Hark you, sir. 

Rom, What say 'st thou, my dear nurse? 

Nurse. Is your man secret ? Bid you ne'er hear say 
Two may keep counsel, putting one away ? 

Rom, I warrant thee, my man 's as true as steel 

Nurse. Well, sir; my mistress is the sweetest lady, — 
Lord, Lord! when 'twas a Uttle prating thing, — 0, there's 
a nobleman in town, one Paris, that would fain lay knife 
aboard ; but she, good soul, had as lief see a toad, a very 
toad, as see him. I anger her sometimes, and tell her 
that Paris is the properer man; but, I'll warrant you, 
when I say so, she Iooks as pale as any clout in the versal 
world. Doth not rosemary and Borneo begin both with a 
letter? 

Rom. Ay, nurse ; what of that ? both with an R. 

Nurse. Ah, mocker! that's the dog's name. R is for 
the dog : no ; I know it begins with some other letter: — 
and she hath the prettiest sententious of it, of you and 
rosemary, that it would do you good to hear it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. 

Nurse, Ay, a thousand times. [Exit Romeo.] — Peter! 

Pet. Anon? 

Nurse, Peter, take my fan and go before. [Exeunt, 



SCENE v.— Capulet's Garden, 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul. The clock struck nine when I did send the nurse; 
In half an hour she promis'd to return. 
Perchance she cannot meet him : — that *s not so. — 
0, idle is lame I love's heralds should be thoughts. 
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Whicli ten times faster glide than the sun's beams, 

Driving back shadows over lowering hilla : 

Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, 

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 

Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 

Of this day's journey ; and from nine till twelve 

Is three long hours, — yet she is not come. 

Had she affections and warm youthful blood, . 

She'd be as swift in motion as a ball ; 

My trords would bandy her to my sweet love, 

And his to me : 

But old folks, many feign as they were dead ; 

Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. — 

O God, she comes ! 

Enter Nurse and Peter. 

honey nurse, what news t 
Hast thou met with him ? Send thy man away. 

Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate. [Exit Peter. 

Jid, Now, good sweet nurse, — O Lord, why look'st thou 
Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily ; [sad t 

If good, thou sham'st the music of sweet news 
By playing it to me with so sour a face. 

Nurse, I am a- weary, give me leave awhile ; — 
Fie, how my bones ache ! what a jaunt have I hud ! 

Jul. I would thou hadst my bones and I thy news : 
Nay, come, I pray thee, speak ; — good, good nurse, speak. 

Nurse. Jesu, what haste ? can you not stay awhile ? 
Do you not see that I am out of breath ? 

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou hast breath 
To say to me that thou art out of breath ? 
The excuse that thou dost make in this delay 
Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 
Is thy news good or bad? answer to that; 
Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance : 
Let me be satisfied, is't good or bad ? 

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice; you know 
not how to choose a man : Romeo ! no, not he ; tnough his 
face be better than any man's, yet his leg excels all men's ; 
and for a hand, and a foot, ana a body, — ^though they be 
not to be talked on, yet they are past compare : he is not 
the flower of courtesy, — but I'll warrant him as gentle as 
a lamb. — Gro thy ways, wench; serve Gk)d. — ^What, have 
you dined at home ? 

Jul. No, no : but all this did I know befora 
What says he of our marriage? what of that? 
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Nurse. Lord, how my head aches! what a head have II 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My back o' t'other side, — 0, my back, my back! — 
Beshrew your heart for sending me about 
To catch ray death with jauntina up and down ! . 

Jul. V faith, I am sorry that thou art not welL 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my love.t 

Nurse, Your love says, like an honest gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome, 
And, I warrant, a virtuous, — ^Where is your mother? 

Jul. Where is my mother! — ^why, she is within; 
Where should she be ? How oddly thou repliest I 
Your love says, like an honest gentleman^ — 
Where is your mother ? 

Nurse, God's lady dear! 

Are you so hot ? marry, come up, I trow ; 
Is this the poultice for my aching bones ? 
Henceforward do your messages yourself. 

Jul, Here's such a coil! — come, what says Eomeo? 

Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day? 

Jul, I have. 

Nurse. Then hie you hence to Friar Lawrence' cellj 
There stays a husband to make you a wife : 
Now conies the wanton blood up in your cheeks, 
They'll be in scarlet straight at any news. 
Hie you to church ; I must another way. 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird's nest soon when it is dark : 
I am the drudge, and toil in your delight ; 
But you shall bear the burden soon at night. 
Go ; I'll to dinner ; hie you to the celL 

Jul. Hie to high fortune! — ^honest nurse, farewell. 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE VL— Friar Lawrence's Cell 

Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo. 

Fn. L. So smile the heavens upon this holy act 
That after-hours with sorrow chide us not ! 

Ro7n. Amen, amen ! but come what sorrow can. 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight : 
Do thou but close our liands with holy words, 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare, — 
It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri, L. These violent delights have violent ends« 
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And in their triumph die ; like fire and ])owder, 

Which, as they kiss, consume : the sweetest honey 

Is loathsome in his own deliciousness, 

And in the taste confounds the appetite : 

Therefore love moderately; long love doth soj 

Too swifE arrives as tardy as too slow. 

Here comes the lady : — 0, so light a foot 

Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint : 

A lover may bestride the gossamer 

That idles in the wanton summer air, 

And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 

ErUer Juliet. 

JuL Good-even to my ghostly confessor. 

Fri, L, Komeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us both. 

Jtd. As much to him, else is his thanks too much. 

Bom, Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill he more 
To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue 
Unfold the imagined happiness that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jul, Conceit, more rich in matter than in words, 
Brags of his substaace, not of ornament : 
They are but beggars that can count their worth; 
But my true love is grown to such excess, 
I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth. 

Fri. L. Come, come with me, and we will make short; 
For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone [work ; 

Till holy church incorporate two in one. [Exeunt, 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.— ^ public Place. 

Whiter Mercutio, Benvolio, Page, and Servants. 

Ben, I pray thee, good Mercutio, let 's retire : 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 
And, if we meet, we shall not scape a brawl ; 
For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one of those fellows that, when he 
enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his sword upon 
the table, and says, Ood send me no need 0/ thee/ and by 
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the operation of the second cup draws it on the drawer, 
when, indeed, there is no need. 

Ben, Am I like such a fellow? 

Mer, Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood 
as any in Italy ; and as soon moved to be moody, and as 
Boon moody to be moved. 

Ben, And what to? 

Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we should have 
none shortly, for one would kill the other. Thou ! why, 
thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more or a 
hair less in his beard than thou hast. Thou wilt quarrel 
with a man for cracking nuts, having no other reason but 
because thou hast hazel eyes ; — what eye but such au eye 
would spy out such a quarrel? Thy head is as full of 
quarrels as an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy head hath 
been beaten as ^dle as an egg for quarrelling. Thou hast 
quarrelled with a man for coughing in the street, because 
he hath wakened thy dog that hatn lain asleep in the sun. 
Didst thou not faU out with a tailor for wearing his new 
doublet before Easter? with another for tying his new 
shoes with old riband? and yet thou wilt tutor me from 
quarrelling! 

Ben, An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, any man 
should buy the fee-simple of my life for an hour and a 
quarter. 

Mer, The fee-simple! simple I 

Ben. By my head, here come the Oapulets. 

Mer, By my heel, I care not. 

Enter Tybalt and others, 

Tyh, Follow me close, for I will speak to them. 
Gentlemen, good-den : a word with one of you. 

Mer, And but one word with one of us? Couple it with 
something ; make it a word and a blow. 

Tyh, You shall find me apt enough to that, sir, an you 
will give me occasion. 

Mer, Could you not take some occasion without giving? 

Tyh, Mercutio, thou consort'st with Romeo, — 

Mer, Consort ! what, dost thou make us minstrels? An 
thou make minstrels of us, look to hear nothing but discords : 
here 's my fiddlestick ; here 's that shall make you dance. 
Zounds, consort! 

Ben, We talk here in the public haunt of men : 
Either withdraw unto some private place, 
And reason coldly of your grievances, 
Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on as> 
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Mer. Men's eyes were made to look, and let them gaze^ 
I will not budge for no man's pleasure, I. 

Tyh. Well, peace with you, sir. — Here comes my man. 

Enter Eomeo. 

Mer. But Til be handed, sir, if he wear your livery t 
Many, go before to field, he'll be your follower ; 
Your worship in that sense may call him man. 

Tyh, Romeo, the hate I bear thee can afford 
Ko better term than this, — ^Thou art a villain. 

Rom, Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee 
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 
To such a greeting. Villain am I none ; 
Therefore, farewell ; I see thou know'st me not. 

Tyh. Boj', this shall not excuse the injuries 
That thou hast done me ; therefore turn and draw. 

Rom, I do protest I never injur* d thee ; 
But love thee better than thou canst devise 
Till thou shajt know the reason of my love : 
And so, good Capulet, — which name I tender 
As dearly as my own, — ^be satisfied. 

Mer. calm, dishonourable, vile submission ! 
A la stoccata carries it away. [Draws, 

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk? 

Tyh. What wouldst thou have with me? 

Mer. Good king of cats, nothing but one of your nine 
lives ; that I mean to make bold withal, and, as you sliall 
use me hereafter, dry-beat the rest of the eight. Will you 
pluck your sword out of his pilcher by the ears ? make haste, 
lest mine be about your ears ere it be out. 

Tyh. I am for you. [Drawing, 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 

Mer, Come, sir, your passado. [Theyjlght, 

Rom. Draw, Benvolio ; beat down their weapons. — 
Gentlemen, for shame, forbear this outrai^e! — 
Tybalt, — Mercutio, — the prince expressly hath 
Forbidden bandjdng in Verona streets. — 
Hold, Tybalt! — ^good Mercutio. — 

[Exeunt Tybalt and his Partizans. 

Mer. I am hurt ; — 
A plague o' both your houses ! — I am sped. — 
Is he gone, and hath nothing? 

Ben. What, art thou hurt? 

Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marrj% 'tis enough, — 
Where is my page? — go, villain, fetch a surgeon. 

[Exit Page. 
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Rom,. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot be mucli. 

Mer, No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a church- 
door; but 'tis enough, 'twill serve: ask for me to-morrow, 
and you shall find me a grave man. I am peppered, I warrant, 
for this world. — A plague o'both your houses! — Zounds, a 
dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat, to scratch a man to death! a 
braggart, a rogue, a villain, that fights by the book of arith- 
metic ! — ^Why the devil came you between us? I was hurt 
under your arm. 

Mom. I thought all for the best. 

Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio, 
Or I shall faint. — A plague o' both your houses I 
They have made worm's meat of me : 
I have it, and soundly too. — Your houses! 

[Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio. 

Rom, This gentleman, the prince's near ally, 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputation stain'd 
With Tybalt's slander, — Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my kinsman. — sweet Juliet, 
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate. 
And in my temper soften'd valour's steeL 

Re-enter Benvolio. 

Ben, Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio 's dead! 
That gallant spirit hath aspir'd the clouds. 
Which too imtimely here did scorn the earth. 

Horn. This day's black fate on more days doth depend; 
This but begins the woe others must end. 

Ben, Here comes the furious Tybalt back a^ain. 

Rom. Alive, in triumph! and Mercutio slam! 
Away to heaven, respective lenity. 
And fire-ey'd fury be my conduct now! — 

Re-enter Tybalt. 

Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again 
That late thou gaVst me ; for Mercutio's soul 
Is but a little way above our heads. 
Staying for thine to keep him company : 
Either thou or I, or both, must go with him. 

Tyh. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 

Rom, This shall determine that. 

[Tliey fight; Tybaui fcdla. 

Ben. Romeo, away, be gone ! 
The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain. — 
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Stand not amaz'd. The prince will doom thee death 
If thou art taken. Hence, be gone, away! 

RoTTL O, I am fortune's fool! 

Ben, Why dost thou stay? 

[Ejiit RoMEiX 

Enter Citizens, cfec. 

1 CU. Which way ran he that kill'd Mercutio ? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Beru There lies that Tybalt. 

1 Cit, Up, sir, go with me ; 

I charge thee in the prince's name, obey. 

Enter Vriscr^ attended; Montague, Capulet, their 

Wives, and others, 

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray? 

Ben, O noble prince, I can discover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : 
There lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 
That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio. 

Lady O, Tybalt, my cousin! O my brother's child I — 
O prince ! — husband ! — 0, the blood is spiil'd 
Of my dear kinsman ! — Prince, as thou art true, 
For blood of ours shed blood of Montague. — 
O cousin, cousin! 

Prin, Benvolio, who began this bloody fray? 

Ben, Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand did slay; 
Romeo toat spoke him fair, bade him bethink 
How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal 
Your high displeasure. — All this, — uttered 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd,— 
Could not take truce with the unruly spleen 
Of Tybalt, deaf to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing steel at bold Mercu tie's breast ; 
Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point, 
And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aside, and with the other sends 
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity 
Retorts it : Romeo he cries aloud, 

Hold, friends/ friends, part/ and, swifter than his tongue, 
His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 
And 'twixt them rushes ; underneath whose arm 
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the hfe 
Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled : 
But by and by comes back to Komeo, 
Who hod but newly entcrtain'd revenge^ 
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And to't they go like lightning ; for ere I 
Could draw to part them was stout Tybalt slain; 
And as he fell did Romeo turn and fly. 
This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

Lady G. He is a kinsman to the Montague, 
Affection makes him false, he speaks not true : 
Some twenty of them fought in this black strife, 
And all those twenty could but kill one life. 
I beg for justice, wluch thou, prince, must give; 
"^meo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 

Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio : 
Who new the price of his dear blood doth owe ? 

Mon. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio's friend; 
His fault concludes but what the law should end, 
The life of Tybalt. 

Prin. And for that offence, 

Immediately we do exile him hence : 
I have an interest in your hate's proceeding, 
My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a-bleeding; 
But I'll amerce you with so strong a fine 
That you shall all repent the loss of mine : 
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses ; 
Nor tears nor prayers shall purchase out abuses, 
Therefore use none : let Romeo hence in haste, 
Else when he 's found, that hour is his last. 
Bear hence this body, and attend our will : 
Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kilL [Exeunt 



SCENE II. — A Room in Capulet's House, 

Ejiter Juliet. 

Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery -footed steeds, 
Towards Phoebus' lod^g; such a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the west, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. — 
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night I 
That rude day's eyes may wink, and Romeo 
Leap to these arras, untsJk'd of and unseen. — , 
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties : or if love be blind. 
It best agrees with night. — Come, civil night. 
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black, 
And learn me how to lose a winning match, 
Play'd for a pair of stainless maidemioods : 
Hood m^ unmann'd blood, bating in my cheekij 
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With thy black mantle ; till strange love, grown bold, 

Think true love acted simple modesty. 

Come, night; — come, Romeo,— come, thou day in niglit; 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 

Whiter than now snow on a raven's back. — 

Come, gentle night, — come, loving black -brow'd night, 

Give me my Romeo ; and, when he shall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little stars. 

And he will make the face of heaven so fine 

That all the world will be in love with night, 

And pay no worship to the garish sun. — 

O, I nave bought the mansion of a love. 

But not possessed it ; and, though I am sold. 

Not yet enjoy'd : so tedious is this day, 

As is the ni^ht before some festival 

To an impatient child that hath new robes. 

And may not wear them. 0, here comes my nnrse, 

And she brings news ; and every tongue that s{>eak8 

But Romeo*s name speaks heavenly Sequence. — 

Enter Nurse vnth cords. 

Now, nurse, what news? What hast thou there? the 

cords 
That Romeo bade thee fetch? 

Nurse. Ay, ay, the cords. 

[Throws them d wn. 

Jul Ah me ! what news? why dost thou wring thy hands ? 

Nurse. Ah, well-a-day! he's dead, he's dead, he's dead I 
We are undone, lady, we are undone ! — 
Alack the day! — ^he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead I 

JuL Can heaven be so envious ? 

Nurse, Romeo can. 

Though heaven cannot. — O Romeo, Romeo ! — 
Who ever would have thought it? —Romeo ! 

JuL What devil art thou, that dost torment me thus? 
This torture should be roar'd in dismal hell, 
liath Romeo slain himself? say thou but I, 
And that bare vowel I shall poison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice : 
I am not I if there be such an I ; 
Or those eyes shut that make thee answer L 
If he be slain, say I ; or if not, no : 
Brief sounds determine of my weal or woe. 

Nurse, I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyea,— 
God save the mark ! —here on his manly breast : 
A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse; 
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Pale, paJe as ashes, all bedanb'd in blood, 
All in gore-blood ; — I swooned at the sight. 

Jul. 0, break, my heart! — poor bankrupt, break at once! 
To prison, eyes, ne'er look on liberty! 
Vile earth, to earth resign; end motion here; 
And thou and Romeo press one heavy bier ! 

Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt ! the best friend I had I 
O courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman ! 
That ever I should live to see thee dead ! 

Jul, What storm is this that blows so contrary? 
Is Eomeo slaughter'd, and is Tybalt dead? 
My dear-lov'd cousin and my dearer lord ? — 
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom ! 
For who is living if those two are gone? 

Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished ; 
Romeo that kill'd him, he is banished. 

Jul. God! — did Romeo's hand shed Tylmlt's blofjdt 

Nurse. It did, it did; alas the day, it did! 

Jul. serpent heart, hid with a flowering face! 
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave? 
Beautiful tyrant! liend angelical ! 
Dove-feather' d raven ! wolflsh-ravening lamb! 
Despised substance of divinest show ! 
Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st 
A damned saint, an honourable villain! — 
O nature, what hadst thou to do in hell 
When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh? — 
Was ever book containing such vile matter 
So fairly bound? 0, that deceit should dwell 
In such a gorgeous palace! 

Nurse. There 's no trust, 

Ko faith, no honesty in men ; all perjur'd. 
All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers. — 
Ah, Where's my man? give me some aqua vita;. — 
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo ! 

Jul. Blister'd be thy tongue 

For such a wish ! he was not bom to shame : 
Upon his brow shame is asham'd to sit ; 
For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown' d 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 
0, what a beast was I to chide at him! 

Nurse. Will you speak well of him that kill'd your cousin? 

Jul. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband? 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name, 
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When I, thy three-hours' wife, have mangled it? — 

But wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin? 

That villain cousin would have kill'd my husband : 

Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring; 

Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain ; — 

And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my husband t 

All this is comfort; wherefore weep I, then? 

Some word there was, worser than Tybalt's death, 

That murder'd me : I would forget it fain ; 

But, O, it presses to my memory 

Like damned guilty deeds to sinners' minds: 

Tybalt is deadf and Borneo banished. 

That banished, that one word banished. 

Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt's death 

Was woe enough, if it had ended there : 

Or, if sour woe delights in fellowship. 

And needly will be rank'd with other griefe, — 

Why follow'd not, when she said TybsQt 's dead. 

Thy father or thy mother, nay, or both. 

Which modem lamentation might have mov'd? 

But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death, 

Borneo is banished, — ^to speak that word 

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

All slain, all dead: Borneo is banished, — 

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound. 

In that word's death ; no words can that woe sound.— 

Where is my father and m^ mother, nurse? 

Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse : 
Will you go to them? I will bring you thither. 

JuL Wash they his wounds with tears : mine shall be 
spent, 
When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment. 
Take up those cords. Poor ropes, you are beguil'd, 
lioth you and I ; for Romeo is exil'd : 
He made you for a highway to my bed; 
But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed. 
Come, cords; come, nurse; I'll to my wedding-bed; 
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead ! 

Nurse. Hie to your chamber, I'll find Romeo 
To comfort you : I wot well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night : 
I'll to him ; he is hid at Lawrence' cell. 

Jul. 0, find him ! give this ring to my true knight. 
And bid him come to take his last fareweU. [ExeusiL 
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SCENE III.— Friar Lawrence's CeU. 

Ente.r Friar Lawrence. 

FH. L. Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou fearful man : 
Aflliction is enamour'd of thy parts, 
And thou art wedded to caUonity. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom, Father, what news? what is the prince's doom? 
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand, 
That I yet know not? 

Fri, L, Too famiUar 

Is my dear son with such sour company : 
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doom. 

Jiom. What less than doomsday is the prince's doom? 

Fri. L. A gentler judgment vanish'd from his lips,— 
Not body's death, but body's banishment. 

Bmn. Ha, banishment! be merciful, say death; 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than death ; do not say banishment. 

Fri. L. Hence from Verona art thou banished: 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Aom. There is no world without Verona wallis, 
But purgatory, torture, hell itsel£ 
Hence-banished is banish'd from the world. 
And world's exile is death, — then banished 
Is death mis-term'd : calling death banishment. 
Thou cutt'st my head off with a golden axe. 
And smil'st upon the stroke that murders me. 

Fri. L. deadly sin! rude unthankfulness ! 
Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince, 
Taking thy part, hath brush'd aside the law. 
And tum'd that black word death to banishment : 
This is dear mercy, and thou see'st it not. 

Rom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy : heaven is here 
Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and dog. 
And little mouse, every unworthy thing, 
Live here in heaven, and may look on her; 
But Romeo may not. — More validity. 
More honourable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion flies than Romeo : they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand, 
And steal immortal blessing from her lips; 
Who, even in jrare and vestal modesty, 
StiU blush, as thinking their own kisses ain; 

Vol. VI. o 
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But Borneo may not ; he is banished, — 
This may flies do, when I from this must fly. 
And say'st thou yet that exile is not death ! 
Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground knife. 
No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so meiin, 
But — banished — ^to kill me ; banished ? 

friar, the damned use that word in hell ; 
Ilowlings attend it : how hast thou the heart, 
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 

A sin-absolver, and my friend i)rofess'd. 
To man&;le me with that word banishment? 

Fri. L. Thou fond mad man, hear me speak a little,— 

Bom. O, thou wilt speak again of banishment. 

Fri. L. I'll give thee armour to keep off that word ; 
Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy, 
To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 

Bom. Yet banished? — Hang up philosophy ! 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 
Bisplant a town, reverse a prince's doom. 
It helps not, it prevails not, — talk no more. 

Fri. L. 0, then I see that madmen have no ears. 

Bom, How should they, when that wise men have no 
eyes? 

FrL L. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate. 

Bowh Thou canst not sjieak of what thou dost not feel : 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love, 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 
Doting like me, and like me banished, 
Then mightst thou speak, then mightst thou tear thy 

hair, 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now, 
Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 

Fri. L. Arise ; one knocks ; good Romeo, hide thyself. 

[Knocking wUhin. 

Bom. Not I ; unless the breath of heart-sick groans, 
Mist-like, enfold me from the search of eyes. [Knocliuff. 

Fri. L. Hark how they knock ! — Who 's there? — Romeo, 
arise; 
Thou wilt be taken. — Stay awhile ; — stand up; [Knocking, 
Run to my study. — By and by. — God's will I 
What simpleness is this! — I come, I come. [Knocking, 

Who knocks so hard? whence come you? what's your will? 

Nurse. [wUhin.'\ Let me come in and you shall know my 
errand ; 

1 come from Lady Juliet. 

Fri, £. Welcome then. 
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Ent(T Nurse. 

Nurse, holy friar, 0, bell me, holy friar, 
Where is my lady's lord, where 's Romeo? 

Fri. L. There on the ground, with his own tears made 
drunk. 

Nurse, O, he is even in my mistress* case, — 
Just in her case! 

Fri. L, woeful sympathy I 

Piteous predicament! 

Nurse, Even so lies she, 

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubbering. — 
Stand up, stand up ; st^d, an you be a man : 
For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise and stand; 
Why should you fall into so deep an ? 

Horn, Nurse! 

Nurse, Ah, sir! ah, sir! — ^Well, death's the end of alL 

Horn, Spak'st thou of Juliet? how is it with her? 
Doth she not think me an old murderer, 
Now I have stain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov'd but little from her own? 
Where is she? and how doth she? and what says 
My conceal'd lady to our cancell'd love? 

Nurse, 0, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and weeps ; 
And now falls on her bed ; and then starts up. 
And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries. 
And then down falls again. 

Bcynu As if that name, 

Shot from the deadly level of a gun, 
Did murder her ; a;» that name's cursed hand 
Murder'd her kinsman. — 0, tell me, friar, tell me. 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge? tell me, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion. [Drawing his sword» 

Fri. L, Hold thy desperate hand : 

Art thou a man? thy form cries out thou art: 
Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury of a beast : 
Unseemly woman in a seeming man! 
Or ill-beseeming beast in seeming both! 
Thou hast ama?d me : by my holy order, 
I thought thy disposition better temper' d. 
Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay thyself? 
And slay thy ladv, too, that lives in thee. 
By doing damned hate upon thyself? 
Why rau'st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earti *{ 
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Sihce birth, and heaven and earth, all three do meet 

In thee at once ; which thou at once wouldst lose. 

Fie, tie! thou sham'st thy shape, thy love, thy wit; 

Which, like a usurer, abound'st in all, 

And usest none in that true use indeed 

Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wit : 

Thy noble shape is but a form of wax. 

Digressing from the valour of a man ; 

Thy dear love sworn, but hollow perjury. 

Killing that love which thou hast vow'd to cherish ; 

Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love, 

Mis-shapen in the conduct of tnem both, 

Like powder in a skilless soldier's flask, 

Is set a-fire by thine own ignorance. 

And thou dismembered with thine own defence. 

What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive. 

For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead ; 

There art thou happy : Tybalt would kiU thee, 

But thou slew'st Tybalt; there art thou happy too 5 

The law, that threaten 'd death, becomes thy friend. 

And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy: 

A pack of blessings lights upon thy back ; 

Happiness courts thee in her best array ; 

But, like a misbehav'd and suUen wench, 

Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy Jove : — 

Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable 

Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 

Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set, 

For then thou canst not pass to Mantua ; 

Where thou shalt live till we can find a time 

To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends, 

Beg pardon of the pnuce, and call thee back 

With twenty hundred thousand times more joy 

Than thou went'st forth in lamentation. — 

Go before, nurse: commend me to thy lady; 

And bid her hasten all the house to bed, 

Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto : 

Romeo is coming. 

Nurse. Lord, I could have stay'd here all the night 
To hear good counsel : 0, what learning is! — 
My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come. 

Horn Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide. 

Nurse, Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, sir: 
Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. [ExlL 

Horn. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this! 
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Fri, L. Go hence ; good-night ; and here stands all your 
state: 
Either be gone before the watch be set, 
Or by the break of day disguis'd from hence: 
Sojourn in Mantua ; I'll find out your man. 
And he shall signify from time to time 
Every good hap to you that chances here : 
Give me thy hand ; 'tis late : farewell ; good-night. 

Rom, But that a joy past joy calls out on me, 
It were a grief so brief to part with thee : 
FareweU. [Exeunt, 



SCENE rV. — A Boom in Capulet's HoTise. 

Enter OapuliTt, Lady Capulet, and Paris. 

Cap, Things have fallen out, sir, so unluckily 
That wo have had no time to move our daughter : 
Look you, she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly, 
And so did I ; weU, we were bom to die. 
'Tis very late, she'll not come down to-night : 
I promise you, but for your company, 
I would have been a-bed an hour ago. 

Par, These times of woe afford no time to woo. — 
Madam, good-night : commend me to your daughter. 

Lady U. I will, and know her mind early to-morrow; 
To-night she 's mew'd up to her heaviness. 

Cap, Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender 
Of my child's love : I think she will be rul'd 
In all respects by me; nay, more, I doubt it not. — 
Wife, go you to ner ere you go to bed ; 
Acquaint her here of my son Paris' love ; 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday next, — 
But, soft! what day is this? 

Par, Monday, my lord. 

Cap. Monday ! ha, ha ! WeU, Wednesday is too soon, 
O' Thursday let it be ; — o' Thursday, tell her. 
She shall be married to this noble earl. — 
Will yoa be ready? do you like this haste? 
We'll keep no great ado, — a friend or two; 
For, hark you, Tybalt being slain so late. 
It may be thought we held him carelessly. 
Being pur kinsman, if we revel much : 
Therefore we'll have some half a dozen friends, 
And there an end. But what say you to Thursday? 

Par, My lord, I would that Tnursday were to-morroWj 
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Cap, Well, get you gone : o* Thursday be it then. — 
Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed, 
Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day. — 
Farewell, my lord. — Light to my chamber, ho ! — 
Afore me, it is so very very late 
That we may call it early by and by. — 
Good-night. [Exeunt, 



SCENE V. — An open Gallery to Juliet's Chamber^ 
overlooking the Garden. 

Enter Komeo and Juliet. 

JuL Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near day : 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark. 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree : 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the mom. 
No nightingale : look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east : 
Night's candles are Dumt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops. 
I must be gone and live, or stay and die. 

JuL Yon light is not daylight, I know it, I ! 
It is some meteor that the sun exhales, 
To be to thee this night a torch -bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua : 
Therefore stay yet, thou need'st not to be gone. 

Roto, Let me be ta'en, let me be put to aeath; 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 
I'll say yon gray is not the morning's eye, 
'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow ; 
Nor that is not the lark whose notes do beat 
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads : 
I have more care to stay than will to go. — 
Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it so.— 
How is't, my soul? let's talk, — it is not day. 

Jul. It is, it is, — hie hence, be gone, away ! 
It is the lark that sings so out of tune, 
Straining harsh discords and unpleasing sharps. 
Some say the lark makes sweet division ; 
This doth not so, for she divideth us : 
Some say the lark and loathed toad change eyes| 
O, now I would they had chang'd voices too! 
Since arm from arm that voice doth us affimy, 
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Hunting thee hence with hunt's-up to the day. 
O, now DC gone; more light and light it grows. 

KoTn, More light and light, — more dark and dark our 

woes! 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Madam! 

Jul. Nurse? 

Nurse. Your lady mother is coming to your chamber: 
The day is broke ; be wary, look about. [BkdU 

JuL Then, window, let day in and let life out. 

Rom. Farewell, farewell ! one kiss, and I'll descend. 

[Descends. 

Jul, Art thou gone so? my lord, my love, my friend! 
I must hear from thee every day i' the hour, 
For in a minute there are many days : 
O, by this count I shall be much in years 
Ere I again behold my Romeo ! 

Rom. Farewell! 
I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 

Jul. 0, think'st thou we shall ever meet again ? 

Horn. I doubt it not ; and all these woes shall serve 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

JuL O God! I have an ill-divining soul I 
Methinks I see thee, now thou art l^low. 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb : 
Either my eyesight fails or thou look'st pale. 

Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye so do you : 
Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu ! ^ [Exit belota, 

Jul. fortune, fortune ! all men call thee ficlde : 
If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith ? Be fickle, fortune ; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 
But send him back. 

Lady C. [within.] Ho, daughter! are you up? 

Jul. Who is't that calls ? is it my lady mother ? 
Is she not down so late, or up so early? 
What unaccustom'd cause procures her hither? 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

Lady C, Why, how now, Juliet! 

JuL Madam, I am not well. 

Lady C. Evermore weeping for your cousin's death ? 
What, ^ilt thou wash him from hw grave with tears? 
An if thou couldst, thou couldst not make him live; 
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Therefore have done: some grief shows much of love; 
But much of grief shows stiU some want of wit. 

Jul. Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss. 

Lady C, So shall you feel the loss, but not the friend 
Which you weep for. 

Jul. Feeling so the loss, 

I cannot choose but ever weep the friend. [death 

Lady G. Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much for hi^ 
As that the \dllain lives which slaughter'd him. 

Jul. What villain, madam ? 

Lady C. That same villain, Eomeo. 

Jul. Villain and he be many miles asunder. 
God pardon him ! I do, with all my heart ; 
And yet no man like he doth grieve my heart. 

Lady G. That is because the traitor murderer lives. 

JuL Ay, madam, from the reach of these my hands. 
Would none but 1 might venge my cousin*8 death ! 

Lady G. We will have vengeance for it, fear thou not : 
Then weep no more. I'll send to one in Mantua, — • 
Where that same banish'd runagate doth live, — 
Shall give him such an unaccustomed dram 
That ne shall soon keep Tybalt company : 
And then I hope thou wilt be satisfied. 

JuL Indeed I never shall be satisfied 
With Romeo till I behold him — dead — 
Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex*d : 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, I would tem^r it, 
That Eomeo should, upon receipt thereof, 
Soon sleep in quiet. O, how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam'd, — and cannot come to him, — 
To \iTeak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt 
Upon his body that hath slaughter'd mm! 

Lady C. Find thou the means, and I'll find such a man. 
But now I'll teli thee joyful tidings, girL 

Jul. And joy comes well in sucn a needy time : 
What are they, I beseech your ladyship ? 

Lady G. Well, well, thou hast a careful father, child; 
One who, to put thee from thy heaviness. 
Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy 
That thou expect' st not, nor I look'd not for. 

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is that? 

Lady G. Marry, my child, early next Thursday mom 
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman, 
The County Paris, at St. Peter s Church, 
Shall hapx>ily make thee there a joyful brida 
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Jul, Now, by St. Peter's Church, and Peter too, 
He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 
I wonder at this haste ; that I must wed 
Ere he that should be husband comes to woo. 
I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam, 
I will not marry yet ; and when I do, I swear 
It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 
Rather than Paris : — these are news indeed! 

Lady G. Here comes your father ; tell him so yourself 
And see how he will take it at your hands. 

ErUer Capulet artd Nurse. 

Cap. When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle dew; 
But for the simset of my brother's son 
It rains downright. — 

How now ! a conduit, girl ? what, still in tears ? 
Evermore showering ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeit' st a bark, a sea, a wind : 
For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea. 
Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body is, 
Sailing in this salt flood ; the winds thy sighs ; 
Who, — raging with thy tears, and they with them, — 
Without a sudden calm, will overset 
Thy tempest-tossed body. — How now, wife! 
Have you deliver'd to her our decree ? 

Lady C. Ay, sir; but she will none, she gives you 
thanks. 
I would the fool were married to her grave ! 

Cap. Soft I take me with you, take me with yon, wife. 
Howl will she none? doth she not give us thanks? 
Is she not proud? doth she not count her bless'd. 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 

Jul. Not proud you have ; but thankful that you have: 
Proud can I never be of what I hate ; 
But thankful even for hate that is meant love. 

Cap. How now, how now, chop-logic! What is this? 
Proud, — and, I tJiank you, — and, I thank you not; — 
And yet not proud : — mistress minion, you. 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But fettle your fine joints 'gamst Thursday next, 
To go with Paris to St. Peter's Church, 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
Out, you green-sickness carrion! out, you baggage I 
You tallow-face 1 

Lady (7. Fie, fie! what, are you mad? 
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Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my knees, 
Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 

Cap, Hang tnee, young baggage ! disobedient wretch ! 
I tell thee what, — get thee to church o' Thursday, 
Or never after look me in the face : 
Speak not, reply not, do not answer me ; 
My fingers itch. — Wife, we scarce thought us blessed 
That God had lent us but this only child ; 
But now I see this one is one too much, 
And that we have a curse in having her: 
Out on her, hilding ! 

Nurse, God in heaven bless herl— 

You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so. 

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom ? hold your tongue, 
Grood prudence ; smatter with your gossips, go. 

Nurse. I speak no treason. 

Cap. 0, Grod ye good-den I 

Nurse. May not one speak ? 

Cap. Peace, you mumbling fooll 

Utter your gravity o*er a gossip's bowl. 
For here we need it not. 

Lady C. You are too hot. 

Cap. God's bread ! it makes me mad : 
Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play. 
Alone, in company, still my care hath been 
To have her match'd, and having now provided 
A gentleman of noble parentage. 
Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd. 
Stuff' d, as they say, with honourable parts, 
Proportion'd as one's heart could wish a man, — 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 
A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender, 
To answer, IHl not wed, — / cannot love, 
J am too young, — / pray you pardon me; — 
But, an you will not wed, I'll pardon you : 
Graze where you will, you shall not house with me: 
Look to't, think on't, I do not use to jest. 
Thursday is near ; lay hand on heart, advise : 
An you be mine, I'll give you to my fiiend ; 
An you be not, hanor, beg, starve, die i' the streets, 
For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee. 
Nor what is mine shall never do thee good : 
Trust to't, bethink you, I'll not be forsworn. \ExU, 

Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds. 
That sees into the bottom of my grief? 
O, sweet my mother, cast me not away I 
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Delay this marriage for a month, a week ; 
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies. 

Lady G, Talk not to me, for I'll not sj)eak a word ; 
Do as thou wilt, for 1 have done with thee. [ExiU 

Jul. O Grod ! — O nurse ! how shall this be prevented? 
My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven ; 
How shall that faith return again to earth, 
Unless that husband send it me from heaven 
By leaving earth? — comfort me, counsel me. — 
Alack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems 
Upon so soft a subject as myself! — 
What say'st thou? hast thou not a word of joy? 
Some comfort, nurse. 

Nurse. Faith, here 'tis : Borneo 

Is banished ; and all the world to nothing 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you; 
Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth. 
Then, since the case so stands as now it doth, 
I think it best you married with the county. 
O, he 's a lovely gentleman ! 
Komeo 's a dishclout to him ; an eagle, madam. 
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye 
As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart, 
I think you are happy in this second match, 
For it excels your first : or if it did not. 
Your first is dead ; or 'twere as good he were, 
As living here, and you no use of him. 

Jul. Speakest thou from thy heart? 

Nurse. From my soul too^ 

Or else beshrew them both. 

Jul. Amen! 

Nurse. What? 

Jul. Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous much. 
Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone. 
Having displeas'd my &ther, to Lawrence' ceU 
To make confession, and to be absolv'd. 

Nurse. Marry, I will ; and this is wisely done. [Exit, 

Jul. Ancient damnation ! O most wicked fiend ! 
Is it more sin to wish me thus forsworn. 
Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 
Which she hath prais'd him with above compare 
So many thousand times? — Go, counsellor; 
Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain. — 
I'll to the friar, to know his remedy ; 
If all else fail, myself have power to die. [fi^ 
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ACT lY. 
SCENE I.— Friar Lawrence's CelL 

Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris. 

Fri. L. On Thursday, sir? the time is very short. 

Par. My father Capulet will have it so ; 
And I am nothing slow to slack his haste. 

FH. L, You say you do not know the lady's mind: 
Uneven is the course, I like it not. 

Par, Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's death, 
And therefore have 1 little talk'd of love ; 
For Venus smiles not in a house of tears. 
Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous 
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway; 
And, in his wisdom, hastes our marriage, 
To stop the inundation of her tears ; 
Which, too much minded by herself aloue, 
May be put from her by society : 
Now do you know the reason of this haste. 

Fri, L. [flwtcfe.] I would I knew not why it should bo 
slow'd. — 
Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell. 

Ent€T Juliet. 

Par. Happily met, my lady and my wife! 

JvX. That may be, sir, when I may be a wife. 

Par. That may be must be, love, on Thursday next. 

Jul What must be shall be. 

Fri. L. That 's a certain text. 

Par. Come you to make confession to this father? 

Jvl. To answer that, I should confess to you. 

Par. Do not deny to him that you love me. 

Jul. I will confess to you that I love him. 

Par. So will ye, I am sure, that you love me. 

Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price 
Being spoke behind your back than to your face. 

Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abus'd witli tears. 

Jul. The tears have got small victory by that ; 
For it was bad enough before their spite. 

Par. Thou wrong'st it more than tears with that reporL 

Jul. That is no slander, sir, which is a truth ; 
And what I spake I s^ake it to my face. 

Par, Thy face ia mine, and thou hast slander'd it. 
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Jul, It may be so, for it is not mine own. — 
Are you at leisure, holy father, now ; 
Or shall I come to you at evening mass? 

Fii, L. My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, now. — 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par. God shield I should disturb devotion! — 
Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse you : 
Till then, adieu ; and keep this hcly kiss. [Exit, 

Jul, O, shut the door! and when thou hast done so, 
Coine weep with me ; past hope, past cure, past help 1 

Fri. L. Ah, Juliet, I alreaay know thy grief j 
Tfc strains me past the compass of my wits : 
1 hear thou must, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thursday next be married to this county. 

Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'st of this, 
Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it : 
If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help, 
Do thou but call my resolution wise. 
And with this knife I'll help it presently. 
God join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands; 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal'd. 
Shall be the label to another deed. 
Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, this shall slay them both : 
Therefore, out of thy long-experienc'd time, 
Give me some present counsel ; or, behold, 
'Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the umjnre ; arbitrating that 
Which the commission of thy years and art 
Could to no issue of true honour bring. 
Be not so long to speak ; I long to die, 
If what thou speak'st speak not of remedy. 

Fri. L. Hold, daughter : I do spy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as desperate an execution 
As that is desperate which we would prevent. 
If, rather than to marry County Paris, 
Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself, 
Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this shame. 
That cop'st with death himself to scape from it ; 
And, if thou dar'st, I'll give thee remedy. 

Jul. 0, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower ; 
Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are ; chain me with roaring beaia; 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
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O'er-cover^d quite with dead men's rattling bones, 

With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless skulls ; 

Or bid me go into a new-made grave, 

And hide me with a dead man in his shroud ; 

Things that, to hear them told, have made me tremble ; 

Antl I will do it without fear or doubt. 

To live an unstain'd wife to my sweet love. 

/''»•*. L. Hold, then ; go home, be merry, give consent 
To marry Paris: Wednesday is to-morrow; 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone. 
Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber : 
Take thou this vial, being then in bed. 
And this distilled liquor drink thou off: 
V'^hen, presently, through all thy veins shall run 
A .v>ld and drowsy humour ; for no pulse 
Shal^ keep his native progress, but surcease : 
No WiTinth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st ; 
The rosos in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly swhea ; thy eyes' windowa fall, 
Like death, when he shuts up the day of life ; 
Each part, do^riv'd of supple government. 
Shall, stiff ana stark and cold, appear like death : 
And in this bonow'd likeness of shrunk death 
Thou shalt continue two-and-forty hours, 
And then awake at: from a pleasant sleep. 
Now, when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouse thee fi*om thy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then, — as the manner v^f our country is, — 
In thy best robes, uncovot'd, on the bier, 
Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault 
Where all the kindred of tho Oapulets lie. 
In the meantime, against thoi: phalt awake, 
Shall Romeo by my letters kno-^v our drift ; 
And hither shall he come : and h*^ and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua 
And this shall free thee from this present shame, 
If no inconstant toy nor womanish fear 
Abate thy valour ii^ the acting it. 

JuL Give me, give me ! O, tell not me v\* £*a-! 

Fri. L. Hold ; get you gone, be strong ard prosperonf^ 
In this resolve : I'll send a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 

Jul. Love give me strength! and strength r(hall ho?)> 
afford. 
Farewell, dear father ! [J&reunL 
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SCENE IL—IIaU in Capulet's Home. 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nurse, and Servants. 

Cap, So many guests invite as here are writ. — 

[Exit first Servant. 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunnine cooks. 

2 Serv. You shall have none iU, sir ; for I'll try if they 
can lick their fingers. 

Cap, How canst thou try them so? 

2 Serv. Marry, sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick hia 
own fingers : therefore he that cannot lick his fingers goes 
not with me. 

Cap. Go, be gone. — [Exit second Servant. 

We shall be much unfurnished for this time. — 
What, is my daughter gone to Friar Lawrence? 

Nurse. Ay, forsooth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good on her : 
A peevish self-will'd harlotry it is. 

Nurse, See where she comes from shrift with merry look. 

Enter Juliet. 

Cap. How now, my headstrong! where have you been 
gadding? 

Jul. Where I have leam'd me to repent the sin 
Of disobedient opposition 
To you and your behests ; and am enjoin'd 
By holy Lawrence to fall prostrate here, 
Aid beg your pardon : — ^pardon, I beseech you! 
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you. 

Cap. Send for the county; go tell him of this : 
I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jul. I mat the youthful lord at Lawrence' cell ; 
And gave him what becomed love I might, 
Not step])ing o'er the bounds of modesty. 

Cap. Why, I am glad on't ; this is well, — stand up, — 
This is as't should be. — Let me see the county; 
Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither. — 
Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar. 
All our whole city is much bound to him. 

JuL Nurse, will you go with me into my closet. 
To help me sort such needful ornaments 
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow? 

Lady C. No, not till Thursday ; there is time enough. 

Cap, Go, nurse, go with her. — We'll to church to-morrow, 

[Exeunt Juukt and Nurse. 
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Lady C. We shall be short in our provision : 
'Tis now near night. 

Cap. Tush, I will stir about, 

And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, wife : 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her; 
I'll not to bed to-night ; — ^let me alone ; 
I'll play the housewife for this once. — What, ho! — 
They are all forth : well, 1 will walk myself 
To County Paris, to prepare him up 
Against to-morrow: my heart is wondrous light 
Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim'd. [Exeuni. 



SCENE ni. —Juliet's Chamber. 

Enter Juliet and Nurse. 

Jid. Ay, those attires are best : — but, gentle nurse^ 
I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night ; 
For I have need of many orisons 
To move the heavens to smile upon my state, 
Which, well thou know'st, is cross and full of sin. 

Eater Lady Capulbt. 

Lady (7. What, are you busy, ho? need you my help? 

JuL No, madam ; we have cull'd such necessaries 
As are behoveful for our state to-morrow : 
So please you, let me now be left alone. 
And let the nurse this night sit up with you ; 
For I am sure you have your hands full all 
In this so sudden business. 

Lady C, Good-night : 

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need. 

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

JuL Farewell! — God knows when we shall meet again. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almost freezes up the heat of lite : 
m call them back again to comfort me ;— 
Nurse! — What should she do here? 
My dismal scene I needs must act alone. — 
Come, viaL — 

What if this mixture do not work at all? 
Shall I be married, then, to-morrow morning? — 
No, no; — this shall forbid it : — lie thou there. — 

[Laying down Iter dagger 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead, 
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Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour'cl, 

Because he married me before to Romeo? 

I fear it is : and yet methinks it should not, 

For he hath still been tried a holy man : — 

1 will not entertain so bad a thought. — 

How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeem me? there's a fearful point I 

Shall I not then be stifled in the vault. 

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in. 

And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes? 

Or, if I live, is it not very like 

I'he horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror of the place, — 

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 

Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 

Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd ; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 

hies festering in his shroud ; wncre, as they say. 

At some hours in the mjrht spirits resort ; — 

Alack, alack, is it not Iikc that 1, 

So early waking, — ^what with loathsome smells. 

And shrieks like mandrakes' torn out of the earth. 

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad; — 

O, if I wake, shall I not be distraught. 

Environed with all these hideous fears? 

And madly play with my forefathers' joints? 

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud? 

And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's bone, 

As with a club, dash out my desperate brains? — 

O, look ! metliinks I see my cousin's ghost 

Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body 

Upon a rapier's point : — stay, Tybalt, stay! — 

Romeo, 1 come! this do I drink to thee. 

[Throvjs herself on the bed. 



SCENE lY,— Hall in Capulet's II(mse. 

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

Lady C, Hold, take these keys, and fetch more spices, 

nurse. 
Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in the jwistiy. 

Enter Capulet. 
Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir! the second cock hath crow'd, 
VOL. VL P 
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The curfew bell hath rung, 'tis three o'clock :— 
Look to the bak'd meatSi good Angelica : 
Spare not for cost. 

Nurse. Go, you cot-quean, go. 

Get you to bed ; faith, you'll be sick to-morrow 
For this night's watching. 

Cap. No, not a whit: what! I have watch'd ere now 
All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick. 

Lady C. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt in your time; 
But I will watch you from such watching now. 

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

Cap. A jealons-hood, a jtalous-hood ! — Now, fellow, 

Enter Servants, vjith apvta^ logs, and baskets. 

What's there? 

1 Serv. Things for the cook, sir; but I know not what. 
Cap, Make haste, make haste. [Exit 1 Serv.] — Sirrah, 

fetch drier logs : 
Call Peter, he will show thee where they are. 

2 SeT^. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs, 

And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Exit. 

Cap. Mass, and well said; a merry whoreson, ha! 
Tliou shalt be loffger-head.— -Good faith, 'tis day: 
ITie county will be here with music straight. 
For so he said he would : — I hear him near. — 

[Music withinm 
Nurse! — ^wife! — ^what, ho! — what, nurse, I say! 

lie-enter Nurse. 

Go waken Juliet, go and trim her up ; 

I'll go and chat with Paris : — hie, make haste. 

Make haste ; the bridegroom he is come already : 

Make haste, I say. [Exeunt. 



SCENE V. — Juliet's Chamber; Juliet on the bed. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse, Mistress! — what, mistress! — Juliet! — fast, I war- 
rant her, she : — 
Why, lamb! — why, lady! — fie, you slug-a-bed! — 
Why, love, I say! — madam! sweetheart! — why, bride! — 
What, not a word? — you take your pennyworths now; 
Sleep for a week ; for the next night, I warrant. 
The County Paris hath set up his rest 
That you shall rest but little. — God forgive me, 
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Many, and amen, how sound is she asleep ! 

X must needs wake her. — Madam, madam, madam ! — 

Ay, let the county take you in your bed ; 

He'll fright you up, i' faith. — Will it not be? 

What, dress'd ! and in your clothes! and down againl 

I must needs wake you : — lady ! lady! lady 1 — 

Alas, alas ! — Help, help! my lady's dead 1 — 

O, well-a-day, that ever I was bom! — 

Some aqua- vitas, ho!— my lord! my lady! 

Enter Lady Capulbt. 

Lady C. What noise is here? 

Nurse. lamentable day I 

Lady O, What is the matter? 

Nurse, Look, look! heavy day I 

Lady C. me, me! — my child, my only lite, 
Kevive, look up, or I will die with thee I — 
Help, help! — ciall help. 

Enter Capulet. 

Cap. For shame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord is come. 
Nurse. She 's dead, deceased, she 's dead ; alack tlic day f 
Lady C. Alack the day, she's dead, she's dead, she's dead I 
Cap, Ha! let me see her: — out, alas! she's cold; 

Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff; 

Life and these lips have long been separated: 

Death lies on her like an untimely frost 

Upon the sweetest flower of all the Held. 

Accursed time! unfortunate old man! 
Nurse. O lamentable day! 
Lady C, O woeful time I 

Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make me wail, 

Ties up my tongue, and will not let me speak. 

Enter Fbiab Lawrence and Paris, vnih Musicians. 

Fri. L. Come, is the bride ready to go to church ? 

Cap. Ready to go, but never to return : — 
O son, the night l^fore thy wedding-day 
Hath death lain with thy bride : — there she lies, 
Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 
Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir; 
My daughter he hath wedded : I will die, 
And leave him all ; life, living, all is death's. 

Far. Have I thought long to see this morning's face, 
And doth it give me such a sight as this? 

Lady C. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful day I 
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Most miserable hour that e'er time saw 

In lasting labour of his pilgrimage! 

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 

But one thing to rejoice and solace in. 

And cruel death hath catch'd it from my sight ! 

Nurse. O woe! O woeful, woeful, woeful day I 
Most lamentable day, most woeful day, 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold! 
Oday! O day! day! hateful day I 
Never was seen so black a day as this : 
woeful day, O woeful day! 

Par, Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, spited, slain! 
Most detestable death, by thee beguil'd, 
By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown! — 
O love ! O life ! — not life, but love in death ! 

Cap. Despis'd, distressed, hated, martyr'd, kill'd!— 
Uncomfortable time, why cam'st thou now 
To murder, murder our solemnity? — 
O child I child: — ^my soul, and not my child! — 
Dead art thou, dead! — alack, my child is dead; 
And with my child my joys are buried! 

Fri, L, Peace, ho, for shame! confusion's cure lives 
not 
In these confusions. Heaven and yourself 
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all. 
And all the better is it for the maid: 
Your part in her you could not keep from death; 
But heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 
The most you sought was her promotion ; 
For 'twas your heaven she should be advanc'd; 
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc'd 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself! 
0, in this love, you love your child so ill 
That you run mad, seeing that she is well : 
She 's not well married that lives married long; 
But she 's best married that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and as the custom is, 
In all her best array bear her to church : 
For though fond nature bids us all lament. 
Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment. 

Cap. All things that we ordained festival 
Turn from their office to black funeral : 
Our instruments to melancholy bells ; 
Our wedding cheer to a sad burial feast; 
Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change; 
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Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse, 
And all things change them to the contrary. 

FH. L. Sir, go you in, — and, madam, go with him; — 
And go, Sir Paris ; — every one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto her grave : 
The heavens do lower upon you for some ill ; 
Move them no more by crossing their high wilL 

[Exeunt Cap., Lady Cap., Paris, and Friar. 

1 Mus. Faith, we may put up our pipes and be gone. 

Nurse, Honest good fellows, ah, put up, put up; 
For, well you know, this is a pitifiil case. [Exit- 

.1 Mua, Ay, by my troth, the case may be amended. 

Enter Peter. 

Pet. Musicians, 0, musicians. Hearths ease. Hearths ea^e: 
O, an you will have me live, play HearVs ease, 

1 Mus. Why Hearths ease? 

Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself plays My 
Jieart is full of woe: 0, play mo some merry dump to 
comfort me. 

1 Mv^. Not a dump we ; 'tis no time to play now. 

Pet. You will not, then? 

1 Mus. No. 

Pet. I will, then, give it you soundly. 

1 Mus. What will you give us? 

Pet. No money, on my faith ; but the gleek, — I will give 
you the minstrel 

1 Mu^. Then will I give you the serving-creature. 

Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creature's dagger on 
your pate. 1 will carry no crochets: I'll re you, I'll fa 
you; do you note me? 

1 Mu^. An you re us and /a us, you note us. 

2 Mus. Pray you, put up your dagger, and put out your 
wit. 

Pet. Then have at you with my wit ! I will dry-beat you 
with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger. — ^Answer me 
like men : 



When griping grief the heart doth wound, 

And dolefiu dumps the mind oppress, 
Then music with her silver sound- 



why sUver sound? why w/usic vnth Tier silver sound? — ^What 
say you, Simon Catling? 

1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet sound. 
Pet. Pretty! — What say you, Hugh Rebeck? 

2 Mu^. I say silver sound because musicians sound for 
silver. 
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Pet Pretty too ! — What say you, James Soundpost ? 

3 Mus. Faith, I know not what to say. 

Pet. 0, I rivy you mercy ; you are the singer : I will say 
for you. It is miLHic witit her silver sound because musiciana 
have no gold for sounding : — 

Then music with her silver sound 
With speedy help doth lend redress. 

[BxiU 

1 Mus, What a pestilent knave is this same! 

2 Mu^i, Hang him. Jack! — Come, we'll in here; tarry fof 
the mourners, and stay dinner. [Exeunt, 



ACT V. 
SCENE I.— Mantua. A Street, 

Enter Komeo. 

Rom. II I may trust the flattering eye of sleep, 
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand : 
My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne ; 
And all this day an unaccustom'd spirit 
lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts. 
I dreamt my lady came and found me dead, — 
Strange dream, that gives a dead man leave to think I- 
And breath' d such lire with kisses in my lips, 
That I reviv'd, and was an emperor. 
Ah me! how sweet is love itself possess'd, 
When but love's shadows are so rich in joy! 

Enter Balthasar. 

News from Verona! — How now, Balthasar! 
Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar? 
How doth my lady? Is my father well? 
How fares my Juliet? that I ask again; 
Fqjr nothing can be ill if she be weu. 

Bed. Then she is well, and nothing can be illt 
Her body sleei>s in Capels' monument. 
And her immortal part with angels lives. 
I saw her laid low m her kindred's vault, 
And presently took post to tell it vou : 
O, pardon me for bringing these ill news, 
Since you did leave it for my office, sir. 
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Rom, Is it even so? then I defy jrou, stars ! — 
Thou know'st my lodging : get me uik and paper, 
And hire post-horses ; I wiu hence to-night. 

Bal. I do beseech you, sir, have patience : 
Your looks are pale and wUd, and ao import 
Some misadventure. 

Rom. Tush, thou art deceived: 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do. 
Hast thou no letters to me from the friar? 

Bed, No, my good lord. 

Rom. No matter: get thee gone. 

And hire those horses ; I'll be with thee straight. 

[^a^^ Balthasak 
Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night. 
Let 's see for means : — mischief, thou art swift 
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men ! 
I do remember an apothecary, — 
And hereabouts he dwells, — which late I noted 
In t«atter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows. 
Culling of simples ; meagre were his looks, 
Shaqj misery had worn him to the bones ; 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung, 
An alligator stutifd, and other skins 
Of Ul-shap'd fishes ; and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds, 
Kemnauts of packthread, and old cakes of rosea. 
Were thinly scatter'd, to make up a show. 
Noting this penury, to myself I said. 
An if a man did need a poison now. 
Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him, 
O, this same thought did but forerun my need; 
And this same needy man must sell it me. 
As I remember, this should be the house : 
Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut. — 
What, ho! apothecary 1 

Enter Apothecary. 

Ap, Who calls so loud? 

Rom. Come hither, man. — I see that thou art poor; 
]Iold, there is forty ducats: let me have 
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding gear 
As will disperse itself through all the veins, 
That the life-weanr taker may fall dead ; 
And that the truuK. may be dischar^^'d of breath 
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As violently as hasty powder fir'd 

Dotli hurry from the latal cannon's womb. 

Ap. Such mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua's law 
Is death to any he that utters them. 

RoTTi. Art thou so bare and full of wretchedness, 
And fear'st to die? famine is in thy cheeks, 
Need and oppression starveth in thine eyes. 
Contempt and beggary hangs upon thy back, 
The world is not thy fiiend, nor the world's law: 
The world affords no law to make thee rich ; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Ap. My poverty, but not my will consents. 

Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy wilL 

Ap. Put tnis in any liquid thing you will, 
And drink it off; and, if you had the stren^h 
Of twenty men, it would despatch you straight. 

Rom. There is thy gold ; worse poison to men*s souls, 
Doing more murders in this loathsome world 
Than these x>oor compounds that thou mayst not sell: 
I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 
Farewell : buy food, and get thyself in flesh. — • 
Come, cordial and not poison, go with me 
To Juliet's grave ; for there must I use thee. [ExeunJU 



SCENE II.—FRIAR Lawrence's CeU, 

Enter Friar John. 
Fri, J. Holy Franciscan friar ! brother, ho ! 

Enter Friar Lawrence. 

Fri. L. This same should be the voice of Friar John. 
Welcome from Mantua: what says Romeo? 
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

Fri. J. Going to find a barefoot brother out, 
One of our order, to associate me, 
Here in this city visiting the sick, 
And finding him, the searchers of the town, 
Suspecting that we both were in a house 
Where the infectious pestilence did reign, 
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth ; 
So that my s])eed to Mantua there was stay'd. 

FH. L. Who bare my letter, then, to Romeo? 

Fri. J. I could not send it, — here it is again, — 
Kor get a messenger to bring it thee. 
So fearful were they of infection. 
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Fri. L. Unhappy fortune ! by my l)rotlier]iood. 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge 
Of dear import ; and the neglecting it 
May do much danger. Friar John, go hence; 
Get me an iron, crow, and bring it straight 
Unto my cell. 

Fri. J, Brother, V\\ go and bring it thee. [ExU. 

Fri. L, Now must I to the monument alone; 
Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake : 
She will beshrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of these accidents ; 
But I will write again to Mantua, 
And keep her at my cell till Romeo come ; — 
Poor living corse, clos'd in a dead man's tomb! [ExiU 



SCENE III. — A Churchyard; in it a Monument 
belonging to the Capulets. 

Enter Paris, and his Page hearing flowers and a torch. 

Par. Give me thy torch, boy : hence, and stand aloof ;—i 
Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 
Under yond yew trees lay thee all along. 
Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground; 
So shaU no foot upon the churchyard tread, — 
Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves, — 
But thou shalt hear it : whistle then to me. 
As signal that thou hear'st something approach. 
Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 

Page. \a8ide.'\ I am almost afraid to stand alone 
Here in the churchyard ; yet I will adventure. [Retires, 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal bed I strew : 

O woe, thy canopy is dust and stones ! 
Which with sweet water nightly I will dew ; 

Or, wanting that, with tears distill'd by moans : 
The obsequies that I for thee will keep. 
Nightly shall be to strew thy grave and weep. 

[The Page whistles. 
The boy gives warning something doth approach. 
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night, 
To cross my obsequies and true love's rite? 
What, with a torch ! — muffle me, night, awhile. [Retires, 

Enter Romeo and Balthasar, with a torch^ mattochy <fcc 

Rom. Give me that mattock and the wrenching iron. 
Hold, take this letter j early in the morning 
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See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 

Give me the light : upon thy life I charge thee, 

Whate'er thou hear'st or seest, stand all aloo^ 

And do not interrupt me in my course. 

Why I descend into this bed of death 

Is partly to behold my lady's face, 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 

A precious ring, — a ring that I must use 

In dear employment : . tnerefore hence, bo gone : — 

But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 

In what I further shall intend to do. 

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint, 

And strew this hungry churchyard with thy limbs : 

The time and my intents are savage -wild ; 

More fierce and more inexorable far 

Than empty tigers or the roaring sea. 

Bal. I ^nll be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 
Rom, So shalt thou show me friendship. — ^Take thpa 
that: 
Live and be prosperous : and farewell, ^ood fellow. 

liaL [aside.'] For all this same, I'll hide me hereabout : 
Uis looks I fear and his intents I doubt. [Hetires, 

Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of deatli, 
Gorg'd with the dearest morsel of the earth. 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to oj)en, 

{Breaking open tfie door of the mofium^nt. 

And, in despite, 111 cram thee with more food ! 
Par. This is that banish'd haughty Montague 

That murder'd mj^ love's cousin, — with which grief, 

It is supposed, the fair creature died, — 

And here is come to do some villanous shame 

To the dead bodies: I will apprehend him. — [A(k)ances, 

Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague! 

Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death? 

Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee : 

Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die. 
Rom. 1 must indeed ; and therefore came I hithec. — 

Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man ; 

Fly hence, and leave me : — think upon these cone ; 

Let them affright thee. — I beseech thee, youtn. 

Put not another sin upon my head 

By urging me to fury : 0, be gone ! 

By heaven, I love thee better than myself ; 

For I come hither arm'd against myself : 

Stay not, be gone ; — live, and hereafter say, 

A madman's mercy bade thee run away. 
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Par. I do defy tliy conjurations, 
And apprehend thee for a felon here. 

Roiru Wilt thou provoke me? then have at thee, boy ! 

\ThjeyjiiiU. 

Page, lord, they fight ! I will go call the watch. [Exit, 

Par. 0, I am slain ! [Falls.'l — If thou be merciful, 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [Dies, 

Rom. In faith, I will. — Let me peruse this face : — 
Mercutio's kinsman, noble County Paris ! — 
What said my man, when my betossed soul 
Did not attend him as we rode? I think 
He told me Paris should have married Juliet : 
Said he not so? or did I dream it so? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think it was 80?--0, give me thy hand. 
One writ with me in sour misfortune's book! 
I'll bury thee in a triumphant grave ; — 
A grave? O no, a lantern, slaughter'd youth. 
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feasting presence full of light. 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man inten-'iL 

[Laying Paris ia tfie inonuraenL 
How oft when men are at the point of death 
Have they been merry! which their keepers call 
A lightning before death : 0, how may I 
Call this a lightning? — my love! my wife! 
Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath. 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd ; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks, 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there. — 
Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet? 
O, what more favour can I do to thee 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain 
To sunder his that was thine enemy? 
Forgive me, cousin! — Ah, dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet so fair? Shall I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous ; 
And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour? 
For fear of that I still wiU stay with thee, 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again : here, here will I remain 
With worms that are thy chambermaids ; 0, here 
Will I set up my everlasting rest ; 
And shake the yoke of inauspicious staca 
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From this world-wearied flesh. — Eyes, look your last I 

Anns, take your last embrace ! and, lips, O ^ou 

The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 

A dateless bargain to engrossing death! — 

Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide! 

Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on 

The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark ! 

Here 's to my love ! [Drinks. ] — O true apothecary ! 

Thy drugs are quick. — Thus with a kiss 1 die. [Dies» 

Enter J at the other end of the Churchyard, Friar 
Lawrence, with a lantern, crow, and spade. 

Fri. L. Saint Francis be my speed I how oft to-night 
Have my old feet stumbled at graves! — ^Who's there? 
Who is it that consorts, so late, the dead? 

BaL Here 's one, a fiiend, and one that knows you welL 

Fri, L. Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, good my friend. 
What torch is yond that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyeless skulls? as I discern, 
It bumeth in the Capels' monument. 

Bal. It doth so, holy sir; and there's my master, 
One that you love. 

FH. L. Who is it? 

Bal, Komeo. 

Fri, L. How long hath he been there? 

Bal, Full half an hour. 

Fri, L, Go with me to the vault. 

Bal, I dare not, sir : 
My master knows not but I am gone hence ; 
And fearfully did menace me with death 
If I did stay to look on his intents. 

Fri, L. Stay, then : I'll go alone ; — fear comes upon me j 
O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing. 

Bal. As I did sleep under this yew tree here, 
I dreamt my master and another fought, 
And that my master slew him. 

Fri. L, Romeo! [Advances 

Alack, alack, what blood is this which stains 
The stony entrance of this sepulchre? — 
What mean these masterless and gory swords 
To lie discolour'd by this place of peace? 

[Enters the monumenU 
Romeo ! 0, pale! — ^Who else? what, Paris too? 
And steep'd in blood? — Ah, what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance! — 
The lady stirs. [Juliet wakes and siirs» 
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Jul, comfortable friar! where is my lord? — 
I do remember well where I should be, 
And there I am : — ^where is my Romeo ? [Noise within, 

Fri, L. I hear some noise. — Lady, come from that nest 
Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep : 
A greater power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents :— come, come away : 
Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead ; 
And Paris too : — come, I'll dispose of thee 
Among a sisterhood of holv nuns : 
Stay not to question, for the watch is coming ; 
Come, go, good Juliet [noise again], — I dare no longer stay 

JuL Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. — 

[Exit Friar Lawrencb. 
"WTiat's here? a cup, clos'd in my true love's hand? 
Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end : — 
O churl ! drink all, and leave no friendly drop 
To help me after? — I will kiss thy lips ; 
Haply some poison yet doth hang on them, 
To make me die with a restorative. [Kisses hirn. 

Thy lips are warm! 

1 Watch, [within.] Lead, boy: — ^which way? 
Jtd. Yea, noise? — then I'll be brief — happy dagger! 

[Snatching Romeo's dagger. 
This is thy sheath [stabs lierself] ; there rest, and let me die. 

[Falls on Romeo's body, and dies. 

Enter Watch, with tJie Page o/* Paris. 

Page. This is the place ; there, where the torch doth bum. 

1 Watch. The ground is bloody; search about the church- 

yard: 
Go, some of you, whoe'er you find attach. 

[Exeunt some of tlie Watch. 
Pitiful sight ! here lies the county slain ; — 
And Juliet bleeding; warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath lain these two days buried. — 
Go, tell the prince, — run to the Capulets, — 
Raise up the Montagues, — some others search : — 

[Exeunt others of the Watch. 
We see the ground whereon these woes do lie ; 
But the true ^ound of all these piteous woes 
Wc cannot without circumstance descry. 

Re-enter some of the Watch with Balthasab. 

2 WatA^h. Here's Romeo's man; we found him in the 

churchyard. 
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1 Watch, Hold him in safety till the prince come hither. 

Re-enter others of the Watch with Friar Lawrence. 

3 Watch. Her^f is a friar, that trembles, sighs, and weeiJS 
We took this mattock and this spade from him 
As he was coming from this churchyard side. 

1 Watch, A great suspicion : stay the friar too. 

Enter t^ie Prince and Attendants. 

Prince, What misadventure is so early up, 
That calls our 2>erson from our morning's rest? 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and others. 

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek abroad? 

Lculy G The people in the street cry Romeo, 
Some Juliet, and some Paris ; and all run, 
With open outcry, toward our monument. 

Prince. What fear is this which startles in our ears? 

1 Watch. Sovereign, here lies the County Paris slain; 
And Romeo dead , and Juliet, dead before, 
Warm and new kill'd. 

Prince. Search, seoJi, and know how this foul murder 
comes. 

1 Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter'd Romeo's man. 
With instruments upon them fit to open 
These dead men's tombs. 

Cap. heaven ! — wife, look how our daughter bleeds 1 
This dagger hath mista'en, — for, lo, his house 
Is emj>ty on the back of Montague, — 
And is mis-sheathed in my daughter's bosom! 

Lady C me! this sight of death is as a bell 
That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 

Enter Montagce and others. 

Prince. Come, Montague ; for thou art early up. 
To see thy son and heir more early down. 

Mon, Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night ; 
Grief of my son's exile hath stopp'd her breath : 
What ftirther woe conspires against my age ? 

Prince, Look, and thou shadt see. 

Mon. thou untaught! what manners is in this. 
To press before thy father to a grave? 

Prince, Seal up the mouth of outrage for awhile. 
Till we can clear these ambiguities. 
And know their spring, their head, their true descent; 
And then will I be general of your woes, 
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And lead you even to death : meantime forbear, 

And let mischance be slave to patience. — 

Bring forth the ]>arties of suspicion. 
Fri. L. I am the greatest, able to do least, 

Yet most suspected, as the time and place 

Doth make against me, of this direful murder ; 

And here I stand, both to impeach and purge 

Myself condemned and myself excus'd. 
Prince. Then say at once what thou dost know in thifl^ 
Fri. L. I will be brief, for my short date of breath 

Is not so long ais is a tedious tale. 

Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet; 

And she, there dead, that Romeo's faithful mfe : 

I married them ; and their stoFn marriage-day 

Was Tybalt's doomsday, whose untimely death 

Banish d the new-made bridegroom from this city; 

For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd. 

You, to remove that siege of grief from her, 

Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce. 

To County Paris : — then comes she to me, 

And, with wild looks, bid me devise some means 

To rid her from this second marriage, 

Or in my cell there would she kill hersel£ 

Then gave I her, so tutor'd by my art, 

A sleeping potion; which so took effect 

As I intended, for it wrought on her 

The form of death : meantime I writ to Romoo • 

That he should hither come as this dire night. 

To help to take her from her borrow'd grave, 

Being the time the potion's force should ceasew 

But he which bore my letter. Friar John, 

Was stay'd by accident ; and yesternight 

Retum'd my letter back. Then all alone 

At the prefixed hour of her waking 

Came I to take her from her kindred's vault; 

Meaning to keep her closely at my cell 

Till I conveniently could send to Romeo : 

But when I came, — some minute ere the time 

Of her awaking, — here untimely lay 

The noble Pans and true Romeo dead. 

She wakes ; and I entreated her come forth. 

And bear this work of heaven with patience : 

But then a noise did scare me from the tomb , 

And she, too desperate, would not go with m^ 

But, as it seems, did violence on herselfl 

All this I know ; and to the marriage 
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Her nurse is privy : and if aught in this 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be sacrifie'd, some hour before his time 
Unto the rigour of severest law. 

Prince. We still have known thee for a holy man. — 
Where's Romeo's man? what can he say in tnis? 

BaL I brought my master news of Juliet's death; 
And then in post he came from Mantua 
To this same place, to this same monument. 
This letter he early bid me give his father ; 
And threaten'd me with death, going in the vault, 
If I departed not, and left him tnere. 

Prince. Give me the letter, — I will look on it. — 
Where is the county's page that rais'd the watch? — 
Sirrah, what made your master in this place? 

Page. He came with flowers to strew his lady's grave; 
And bid me stand aloof, and so I did : 
Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb ; 
And by and by my master drew ou him ; 
And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Prime. This letter doth make good the friar's words, 
Their course of love, the tidings of her death : 
And here he writes that he did buy a poison 
Of a poor pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet. — 
Where be these enemies? — Capulet, — Montague, — 
•See what a scourge is laid upon your hate. 
That heaven finds means to kill your joys with love I 
And I, for winking at your discords too, 
Have lost a brace of kinsmen : — all are punish'd. 

Gap. brother Montague, give me thy hand : 
This is my daughter's jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mon. But I can give thee more : 

For I will raise her statue in pure gold ; 
That while Verona by that name is known. 
There shall no figure at such rate be set 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie ; 
l*oor sacrifices of our enmity ! 

Prince. A glooming peace this morning with it brings; 

The sun for sorrow will not show his head : 
Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things ; 

Some shall be pardon'd and some punished : 
For never was a story of more woe 
Than this of Juliet and her Romcow \Ex&iinJL 
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ACT L 

SCENE L— Elsinobb. A Platform before the CastU. 

Francisco at his post. Enter to him Bernardo. 

Ber, Who *s there? 

Fran, N'ay, answer me : stand, and unfold 

yourself. 

Ber, Long live the king ! 

Fran, Bernardo? 

Ber, He. 

Fran, You come most carefully upon your hour. 

Ber, 'Tis now struck twelve ; get thee to bed, Francisco^ 

Fran, For this relief much thanks : 'tis bitter cold, 
And I am sick at heart. 

Ber, Have you had qui^ guard? 

Fran, Not a mouse stirring. 

Ber, Well, good-night. 
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
The rivals of mv watch, bid them make haste. 

Fran, I think I hear them. — Stand, ho ! Who is there' 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Hor, Friends to this ground. 

Mar, And liegemen to the Bane. 

Fran, Give you good-night. 

Mar. 0, farewell, honest soldier: 

Who hath reliev'd you? 

Fran, Bernardo has my place. 

Give you good-night. [Exit, 

Mar, Holla! Bernardo! 

Ber, Say. 

What, is Horatio there? 

Hor, A piece of him. 

Ber, Welcome, Horatio : — ^welcome, good Marcellus. 

Mar. What, has this thing appear'd again to-night! 
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B(tr, I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says 'tis but our fantasy. 
And will not let belief take hold of liim 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us: 
Therefore 1 have entreated him along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 
That, if again this apparition come. 
He may approve our eyes and speak to it. 

Hor, Tush, tush, 'twill not api)ear. 

Ber, Sit down awhile; 

And let us once again assail your ears, 
That are so fortified against our story. 
What we two nights nave seen. 

//or. Well, sit we down. 

And let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber, Last night of all. 
When yon same star that 's westward from the pola 
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it bums, Marcellus and myseli^ 
The bell then beating one, — 

Mar, Peace, break thee off ; look where it comes agninl 

Enter Ghost, armed, 

Ber. In the same figure, like the king that's dead. 

Mar. Thou art a scholar ; speak to it, Horatio. 

Ber. Looks it not like the king? mark it, Horatio. 

Hor. Most like: — it harrows me with fear and wonder. 

Ber. It would be spoke to. 

Mar, Question it, Horatio. 

Ilor. What art thou, that usurp'st this time of night. 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march? by heaven I charge thee, speak I 

Mar. It is offended. 

Ber. See, it stalks away ! 

Hor, Stay! speak, speak! I charge thee, speak! 

[Exit Ghost 

Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not answer. 

Ber. How now, Horatio! you tremble and Jook pale: 
Is not this something more than fantasy? 
What think you on't? 

Hor, Before my God, I might not this believe 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar, Is it not like the king? 

Hor. \s thou art to thyself: 
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Such was the very armour he had on 
When he the ambitioas Norway combated ; 
So frown*d he once when, in an angry parle, 
He smote the sledded Polacks on the ica 
'Tis strange. 

» Mar. Inus twice before, and just at this dead hour. 
With martial stalk hath he gone by oar watch. 

Hor, In what particular thought to work 1 know not; 
But, in the gross and scojie of my opinion, 
This bodes some strange eruption to our state. 

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he that know8| 
Why this same strict and most observant watch 
So nightly toils the subject of the land ; 
And why such daily cast of brazen cannon. 
And foreign mart for implements of war ; 
Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task 
Does not divide the Sunday from the week ; 
What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the ni^ht joint-labourer with the day: 
Who is't that can mform me? 

Hor. That can I ; 

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king. 
Whose image even but now appear'd to us, 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
Thereto prick*d on by a most emulate pride, 
Dar'd to the combat ; in which our vahant Hamlet,— 
For so this side of our known world esteem'd him, — 
Did slay this Fortinbras ; who, by a seaPd compact^ 
Well ratified by law and heraldry. 
Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands, 
Which he stood seiz'd o^ to the conqueror : 
Against the which, a moiety competent 
Was gaged by our king ; which had retum'd 
To the mheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he been vanquisher ; as by the same covenant. 
And carriage of the article design' d. 
His fell to Hamlet. Now, sir, young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full. 
Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark' d up a list of landless resolutes, 
For food and diet, to some enterprise 
That hath a stomach in't : which is no other, — 
As it doth well appear unto our state, — 
But to recover of us by strong hand. 
And terms compulsative, those foresaid lands 
So by his father lost : and this, I take it, 
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Is the main motive of our preparations, 

The source of this onr watch, and the chief head 

Of this post-haste and romage in the land. 

Ber. I think it be no other, but e'en so : 
Well may it sort, that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch ; so like the king 
That was and is the question of these wars. 

Hor, A mote it is to trouble the mind's eye. 
In the most high and palmy state of Rome, 
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell. 
The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets : 
As, stars with trains of fire and dews of blood. 
Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star. 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands, 
"Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse : 
And even the like precurse of fierce events,— 
As harbingers preceding still the fates. 
And prologue to the omen coming on, — 
Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
Unto our climature and countrymen. — 
But, soft, behold! lo, where it comes again! 

Re-enter Ghost. 

m cross it, though it blast me. — Stay, illusion! 

If thou hast any sound or use of voice. 

Speak to me : 

If there be any good thing to be done, 

That may to thee do ease, and grace to me, 

Speak to me : 

If thou art privy to thy country's fate. 

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 

0, speak! 

Or if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 

Extorted treasure in the womb of earth. 

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death, 

[Covh crow^ 
Speak of it: — stay, and speak! — Stop it, Marcel lus 

Mar. Shall I strike at it with my partisan? 

Ilor, Do, if it will not stand. 

Ber, 'Tishere! 

Hcyr, 'Tishere! 

J/ar. 'Tis gone! [^xi/ Ghost 

We do it wrong, being so majestical, 
Tc offer it the show of violence; 
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For it is, as the air, invulnerable, 
And our vain blows malicious mockery. 

Ber, It was about to speak when the cock crew. 

Hor, And then it started like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 
The cock, that is the trumpet to the mom. 
Doth with his lofty and shrill -sounding throat 
Awake the god of day; and at his warning, 
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air, 
The extravagant and erring spirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth herein 
This present object made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some say that ever Vainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviours birth is celebrated. 
The bird of dawning singeth all night long : 
And then, they say, no spirit can walk abroad; 
The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm; 
So hallowed and so gracious is the time. 

Hor, So have I heard, and do in part believe it. 
But, look, the mom, in russet mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill 
Break we our watch up : and, by my advice 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet ; for, upon my life. 
This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him : 
Do you consent we shaJl acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty? 

Mar, Let *s do't, I pray ; and 1 this morning know 
Where we shall find him most conveniently. [Exeunt 



SCENE n.— Elsinore. A Roomrof State in tlie Castle. 

Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, 
VoLTiMAND, Cornelius, Lords, and Attendants. 

King, Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death 
The memory be green ; and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief^ and our whole kingdom 
To bo contracted in one brow of woe ; 
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him. 
Together with remembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queezi, 
The imperial jointress of this warlike state. 
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I I - iiii^ r^"" 

Have we, as 'twere with a defeated joy, — 

With one auspicious and one droj)ping eye, 

With mirth and funeral, and with dirge in marriage 

In equal scale weighing delight and dole, — 

Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr'd 

Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 

With this affair ^ong :— for all, our thaiis. 

Now follows that you know, young Fortinbras, 

Holding a weak su])posal of our worth. 

Or thinking by our late dear brother's death 

Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 

CoUeagued with the dream of his advantage, 

He hath not fail'd to pester us with message, 

Importing the surrender of those lands 

Lost by his father, with all bonds of law, 

To our most valiant brother. So much for him. — 

Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting : 

Thus much the business is : — we have hero writ 

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras, — 

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 

Of this his nephew's purpose, — to suppress 

His further gait herem ; in that the levies, 

The Usts, and full proportions, are all made 

Out of his subject : — and we here despatch 

You, good Cornelius, and j'ou, Voltioiand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 

Giving to you no further personal power 

To business wibh the king more than the scope 

Of these dilated articles allow. 

Farewell ; and let your haste commend your duty. 

Cot, and Vol, In that and all things will we show oni 
duty. 

King, We doubt it nothing : heartily farewell. 

\Exe\int Vol. and Cob. 
And now, Laertes, what's the news with you? 
You told us of some suit ; what is 't, Laertes ? 
You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 
And lose your voice : what wouldst thou beg, Laertes, 
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking? 
The head is not more native to the heart. 
The hand more instrumental to the mouth, 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What wouldst thou have, Laertes? 

Laer, Dread my lord. 

Your leave and favour to return to France ; 
From whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 
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To show my duty in yoTir coronation ; 

Yet now, I must confess, that duty done, 

My thoughts and wishes hend again toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

Kin{j. Have 3'ou your father's leave? What says Poloniiial 

PoL He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow leave 
By laboursome petition ; and at last 
Upon his will I seal'd my hard consent : 
1 do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thine. 
And thy best graces spend it at thy will ! — 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, — 

Haiti, \amLe.\ A little more than kin, and less than kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds still hang on you? 

Ham. Not so, my lord ; I am too much i the sun. 

Queeuk, Good Hamlet, cast thy nigh ted colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust : 
Thou know'st 'tis common, — all that live must die, 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Hain. Ay, madam, it is common. 

Quc^n. If it be, 

Why seems it so particular with thee? 

Ham. Seems, madam! nay, it is; I know not seema 
'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor customary suits of solemn black. 
Nor windy suspiration of forc'd breath. 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye. 
Nor the dejected 'haviour of the visage, 
Together with all forms, moods, shows of griefi 
That can denote me truly : these, indeed, seem ; 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But I have that within which passeth show; 
These but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

King. 'Tis sweet and commendable in your nature^ 
To give these mourning duties to your father : [Handet« 
But, you must know, your father lost a father; 
That father lost, lost his ; and the survivor bound. 
In filial obligation, for some term 
To do obsequious sorrow : but to persevere 
In obstinate condoleinent is a course 
Of impious stubbornness ; 'tis unmanly grief: 
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven ; 
A heart unfortified, a mind impatient ; 
An understanding simple and uuscbool'di 
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For what we know must bo, and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thin^ to sense. 
Why should we, in our peevish opposition. 
Take it to heart? Fie! 'tis a fault to heaven, 
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 
To res^on most absurd ; whose common theme 
Jo death of fathers, and who still hath cried, 
From the first corse till he that died to-day. 
This must he so. We pray you throw to earth 
This uuprevailing woe ; and think of us 
As of a father: for let the world take note 
You are the most immediate to our throne ; 
And with no less nobUity of love 
Than that which dearest father bears his son 
Do I impart toward you. For your intent 
In going back to school in Wittenberg, 
It is most retrograde to our desire : 
And we beseech you bend you to remain 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen, Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Hamlet i 
I pray thee, stay with us ; go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham, I shall in all m^ best obey you, madam. 

Kiruj, Why, *tis a loving and a fair reply : 
Be as ourself in Denmark. — Madam, come; 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart : in grace whereof. 
No jocund nealth that Denmark drinks to-day 
But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell ; 
And the king's rouse the heavens shall bruit again, 
Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 

[Exeunt all but Hamlet 

Ham. O, that this too too solid flesh would melt, 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew ! 
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 
His canon 'gainst self-Saughter ! God! OGod! 
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 
Fie on't! fie! 'tis an un weeded garden. 
That grows to seed ; things rank and gross in nature 
Possess it merely. That it should come to this ! 
But two months dead ! — nay, not so much, not two : 
So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 
Hyperion to a satyr : so loving to my mother, 
That he might not beteem the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth! 
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Must I remember? why, slie would hang on him 

As if increase of appetite had grown 

By what it fed on : and yet, within a month, — 

Let me not think on't, — Frailty, thy name is woman ! — 

A little month ; or ere those shoes were old 

With wrhich she followed my poor father's body, 

Like Niobe, all tears ; — ^why she, even she, — 

God ! a beast, that wants discourse of reason. 
Would have moum'd longer, — ^married with mine uncle, 
My father's brother ; but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules : within a month ; 

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 

Had left the flushing in her galled eyes. 

She married : — 0, most wicked speed, to post 

With such dexterity to incestuous sheets I 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good ; 

But brejik, my heart, — for I must hold my tongue ! 

Enter Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernardo. 

Hot. Hail to your lordship ! 

Ham. I am glad to see you well : 

Horatio, — or I do forget myself. 

Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servant ever. ^ 

Ham. Sir, my good friend ; I'll change that name with 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? — [you : 
Marcellus? 

Mar, My good lord, — 

Ham, I am very glad to see you. — Good even, sir.— 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg? 

Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your enemy say so; 
Nor shall you do mine e^r that violence, 
To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself: I know you are no truant. 
But what is your affaii* in Elsinore? 
We'll teach you to drink deep ere you depart. 

Hor. My lord, I came to see your father's funeral. 

Ham^ I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-student ; 

1 think it was to see my mother's wedding. 
Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow' d hard upon. 

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio ! the funeral-bak'd meats 
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 
Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven 
Ere I had ever seen that day, Horatio ! — 
My father, — ^methinks I see my father. 

Hor, Where, my lord? 
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Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio. 

Hor. I saw him once ; he was a goodly king. 

Ham. He was a man, take him wr all in all, 
I shiill not look u])on his like again. 

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 

Ham, Saw who? 

Hor. My lord, the king your father. 

Ham. The king my father ! 

Hor. Season your admiration for awhile 
With an attent ear, till I may deliver, 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 

Hajn. For Grod's love, let me hear. 

Hor. Two nights together had these gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch. 
In the dead vast and middle of the night, 
Been thus encounter' d. A figure like your father, 
Arm'd at all points exactly, cap-^-p§, 
Ai)pears hefore them, and with solemn march 
Goes slow and stately by them: thrice he walk'd 
By their oppress'd and fear-surprised eyes. 
Within his truncheon's length ; whilst they, distill'd 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 
Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did ; 
And I with them the third night kept the watch : 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time. 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father ; 
These hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this? 

Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we watch'di 

Ham. Did you not speak to it? 

Hor. My lord, I did ; 

Bnt answer made it none : yet once methought 
It Hfted up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak : 
But even then the morning cock crew loud. 
And at the sound it shrunk in haste away. 
And vanish'd from our sight. 

Ham^ 'Tis very strange. 

Hor. As I do live, my honour'd lord, 'tis true; 
And we did tldnk it wnt down in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

//am. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles maw 
Hold you the watch to-night? 
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Mar, and Ber, We do, my lord. 

Ham, Arra'd, say you? 

Mar. and Ber. Arm'd, my lord. 

Ham, From top to toe? 

Mar. and Ber. My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then saw you not his face? 

Hor. yea, my lord ; he wore his beaver up. 

Ham. What, look'd he frowningly? 

H(yr. A countenance more in sorrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale or red? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ham, And fix'd his eyes upon you? 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amaz'd you. 

Ham, Very like, very like. Stay d it long? 

Hor, While one with moderate haste might tell m 
hundred. 

Mar. and Ber. Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when I saw't. 

Ham. His beard was grizzled, — ^no? 

Hor. It was, as I have seen it in his liie, 
A sable silver'd. 

Ham. I will watch to-night ; 

Perchance 'twill walk again. 

Hor. I warrant it wilL 

Ham. If it assume my noble father's person 
I'll speak to it, though hell itself should gape 
And bid me hold my i)cace. I pray you all. 
If you have hitherto conceal'd this sight, 
Let it be tenable in your silence still ; 
And whatsoever else shall ha]) to-night. 
Give it an understanding, but no tongue : 
I will requite your loves. So, fare ye well : 
Ui)on the platform, *twixt eleven and twelve, 
I'll visit you. 

AIL Our duty to your honour. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you : farewell. 

[Exeunt Hor., ^Llr., and Ber. 
My father's spirit in arms! all is not well ; 
I doubt some foul play: would the night were oome! 
Till then sit still, my soul : foul deeds vrill rise. 
Though all the earth overwhelm them, to men's eyes. [Exui* 
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SCENE III.— ^ Room in Polonius's Hmia% 

Enter Laertes and Ophelia, 

Laer. My necessaries are embark'd: farewell: 
And, sister, as the winds ^ve benefit, 
And convoy is assistant, do not sleep, 
But let me hear from you. 

OpK Do you doubt tbat? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour. 
Hold it a fashion and a toy in blood : 
A violet in the youth of primy nature. 
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 
The perfume and suppliance of a minute; 
No more. 

OpJu No more but so? 

La^er, Think it no more: 

For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews and bulk ; but as this temple waxes, 
The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withaL Perhaps hft loyes you now; 
And now no soil nor cautel doth besmirch 
The virtue of his will : but you must fear. 
His greatness weigh' d, his will is not his own; 
For he himself is subject to his birth : 
He may not, as unvaJu'd persons do. 
Carve for himself; for on his choice depends 
The safety and the health of the whole state ; 
And therefore must his choice be circumscrib'd 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body 
Whereof he is the head. Then if he says he loves you, 
It fits jrour wisdom so far to believe it 
As he m his particular act and place 
May give his saying deed ; which is no further 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 
Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain 
If with too credent ear you list his songs, 
Or lose your heart, or your chaste treasure open 
To his unmaster'd importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister ; 
And keep within the rear of your affection. 
Out of the shot and danger of desire. 
The chariest maid is prodigal enough 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon : 
Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes 
The canker galls the infants of the spring 
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Too oft before their buttons be disclos'd ; 
And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 
Be wary, then ; best safety lies in fear : 
Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 

Oph, I shall the effect of this good lesson keep 
As watchman to my heart. But, good my brother, 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do. 
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven^ 
Whilst, like a puff'd and reckless libertine, 
Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads, 
And recks not his own read. 

Laer, 0, fear me not. 

I stay too long ; — ^but here my father comes. 

ErUer Polonius, 

A double blessing is a double grace ; 
Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

Pol, Yet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for shame! 
The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail. 
And you are stay'd for. There, — my blessing with you ! 

[Laying his hand on La£iit£S s head. 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act. 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulvar. 
The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel ; 
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch' d, unfledg'd comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel ; but, being in. 
Bear 't that the opposed may beware of thee. 
Give every man thme ear, but few thy voice : 
Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judgment. 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 
But not express' d in fancy; rich, not gaudy: 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man ; 
And they m France of the best rank and station 
Are most select and generous chief in that. 
Neither a borrower nor a lender be : 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend ; 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
This above all, — to thine ownself be true; 
And it must follow, as the night the day. 
Thou canst not then be false to an^ man. 
Farewell : my blessing season this iu theel 
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La/er, Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 

Pol, Tlie time invites you ; go, your aerx'ants tend. 

Latr. Farewell, Ophelia; aud remember well 
What I have said to you. 

OpK *Tis in my memory lock'd. 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it. 

Laer, Farewell. \Ej'Xt, 

PoL What is't, Ophelia, he hath said to you? 

Oph. So please you, something touching the Lord Hamlet. 

Pol. Marry, well bethought : 
•Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you ; and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and bounteous : 
If it be so, — as so 'tis put on me, 
And that in way of caution, — I must tell you, 
You do not understand yourself so clearly 
As it behoves my daughter and your honour. 
What is between you? give me up the truth. 

Oph, He hath, my lord, of late made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. 

Pol. Affection! pooh ! you speak like a green girl. 
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance. 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them? 

Oplu I do not know, my lord, what I should think. 

Pol. Marry, I'll teach you : think yourself a baby ; 
That you have ta'en these tenders for true pay 
Whicn are not sterling. Tender yourself more dearly; 
Or, — not to crack the wind of the poor phrase, 
Wronging it thus, — ^you'll tender me a fool. 

OpJi, My lord, he hath imp6rtun'd me with love 
In honourable fashion. 

Pol, Ay, fashion you may call it ; go to, go to. 

Oph, Ajid hath given countenance to his speech, my lord, 
With almost all the holy vows of heaven. 

Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do know, 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the soul 
liends the tongue vows ; these blazes, daughter. 
Giving more hght than heat, — extinct in botli. 
Even m their promise, as it is a making, — 
You must not take for fire. Krom this time 
Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence ; 
Set your entreatments at a hi<<her rate 
Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him, that he is young ; 
And with a larger tether may he walk 
Than may be given you : in few, Opheliai 
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Do not believe his vows ; for they are brokers. — 
Not of that dye which their investments show, 
But mere implorators of unholy suits, 
Breathing like sanctified and pious bawds, 
The better to beguile. This is for all, — 
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth. 
Have you so slander any moment leisure 
As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet. 
Look k)'t, I charge you ; come your ways. 
Oph» I shall obey, my lord. [Exeunt, 



SCENE IV,— The Platform, 

Enter Hamlet, Ho ratio, and Marcellus, 

Ham. The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 

Hor. It is a nipping and an eager \ir. 

Ham, What hour now? 

Hor, I think it lacks of twelve. 

Mar, No, it is struck. 

hi or. Indeed? I heard it not : then it draws near the season 
Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 

[^ flourish of trumpets, and ordnance shot off within. 
What does this mean, my lord? 

Ham, The king doth wake to-night, and takes his rouse. 
Keeps wassail, and the swaggering up-spring reels ; 
And, as he drains his draughts of Elienish dowii, 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hor. Is it a custom? 

Ham, Ay, marry, is't: 
But to my mind, — though I am native here, 
And to the manner bom, — it is a custom 
^lore honour'd in the breach than the observance. 
This heavy-headed revel east and west 
Makes us traduc'd and tax'd of other nations : 
ITiey clepe us drunkards, and with swinish phrase 
Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes 
From our achievements, though perform'd at height, 
ThQ pith and marrow of our attribute. 
So oft it chances in particular men 
That, for some vicious mole of nature in them. 
As in their birth, — wherein they are not guilty. 
Since nature cannot choose his origin, — 
By the o'ergrowth of some complexion, 

VOL. VL R 
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Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason ; 
Or by some habit, that too much o'er-leavens 
The form of plausive manners ; — that these men,— 
Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect. 
Being nature's livery or fortune's star, — 
Their virtues else, — ^be they as pure as grace, 
As infinite as man may undergo, — 
ShaU in the general censure take corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of eale 
Doth all the noble substance of a doubt 
I'o his own scandal. 

Ilor. Look, my lord, it comes! 

Bnter Ghost. 

Ham, Angels and ministers of grace defend us!— 
Be thou a spirit of health or goblin damn'd. 
Bring with thee airs from heaven or blasts from hell. 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 
Thou com'st in such a questionable shape 
That I will speak to thee : I'll call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : 0, answer me ! 
Let me uot burst in ignorance ; but tell 
Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearsed in death, 
Have burst their cerements ; why the sepulchre^ 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-um'd. 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws 
To cast thee up again ! What may this mean. 
That thou, dead corse, again in complete steel. 
Revisit' st thus the glimpses of the moon. 
Making night hideous, and we fools of nature 
So homdly to shake our disposition 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls? 
Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we do? 

[Ghost beckons HAMLEt. 

Hot. It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it some impartment (ud desire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Look, with what courteous action 

It waves you to a more removed ground : 
But do not go with it. 

Ilor, No, by no means. 

JIam. It will not aj>eak ; then will I follow it. 

J for. Do not, my lord. 

If am. Why, what should be the feart 

I do not set my life at a pin's fee ; 
And for my soul, what can it do to thal^ 
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Being a thing immortal as itself? 

It waves me forth again ; — I'll follow it. 

Hor. What if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord. 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliflf 
That beetles o'er his base into the sea, 
And there assume some other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason, 
And draw you into madness? thinls of it: 
The very place puts toys of desperation, 
Without more motive, into every brain 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea 
And hears it roar beneath. 

Ham, It waves me still. — 

Go on ; I'll follow thee. 

Mar, You ^hall not go, my lord. 

Ham, Hold oflF your hands. 

Hor, Berul'd; you shall not go. 

Ham, My fate cries ont, 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve. — [Ghost beckons. 
Still am I call'd; — unhand me, gentlemen ; — 

[Breaking from thejn. 
By heaven, I'll make a ghost of him that lets me. 
I say, away !— Go on; lUl follow thee. 

[Exeunt Ghost and Hamlrt 

Hor, He waxes desperate with imagination. 

Mar. Let 's follow ; 'tis not tit thus to obey him. 

Hor, Have after. — ^To what issue will this come? 

Mar. Something is rotten in the state of Denmark. 

Hor, Heaven will direct it. 

Mar. Nay, let 's follow him. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE V. — A more remote part qf the Platform, 

Enter Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham. Where wilt thou lead me? speak; I'll go no 
fEirther. 

OhosL Mark me. 

Ham^ I wilL 

Ghost, My hour is almost come, 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up mysel£ 

Ham, Alas, poor ghost! 

Olwst. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 
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Ham. Speak ; I am bound to hear. 

GJioftt. So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear. 

Ham. What? 

Ghost. I am thy father's spirit ; 
Dooni'd for a certain term to walk the night, 
And, for the day, confin'd to waste in tires 
Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 
I could a tale unfold whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood ; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres : 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 
And each particular hair to stand on end, 
Like quills u])on the fretful porcupine : 
But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood. — List, list, 0, list! — 
If thou didst ever thy dear father love, — 

Ham. OGod! 

Oliostf Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder. 

Ham. Murder! 

G/iost Murder most foul, as in the best it is ; 
But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haste me to know t, that I, with wings as swift 
As meditation or the thoughts of love. 
May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost. I find thee apt ; 

And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lothe wharf, 
Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear : 
'Tis given out that, sleeping in mine orchard, 
A seri)ent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged process of my death 
Rankly abus'd: but know, thou noble youth. 
The serpent that did sting thy father's life 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham. my prophetic soul ! mine uncle! 

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast, 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts, — 

wicked wit and gifts that have the power 
So to seduce! — won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming virtuous queen : 
C) Hamlet, what a falling-off was there ! 
From me, whose love was of that dignity 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage; and to dcclixie 
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Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were i<oor 

To those of mine! 

But virtue, as it never will be moVd, 

Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven j 

So lust, though to a radiant angel link'd. 

Will sate itself in a celestial bed, 

And prey on garbage. 

But, soft! methinks I scent the morning air; 

Brief let me be. — Sleeping within mine orchard. 

My custom always in the afternoon, 

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 

With juice of cursed hebeiion in a vial, 

And in the porches of mine ears did pour 

The leperous distilment ; whose efiFect 

Holds such an enmity with blood of man 

That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 

The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 

And with a sudden vigour it doth posset 

And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 

The thin and wholesome blood ; so did it mine ; 

And a most instant tetter bark'd about. 

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust, 

All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand. 

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatch'd : 

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 

Unhousel'd, unanointed, unaneld; 

No reckoning made, but sent to my account 

With all my imperfections on my head : 

0, horrible! 0, horrible! most horrible ! 

If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 

A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

But, howsoever thou pursu'st this act, 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 

Against thy mother aught : leave her to heaven. 

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 

To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once! 

The glowworm shows the matin to be near, 

And gins to pale his uneffectual tire : 

Adieu, adieu ! Hamlet, remember me. [Exit, 

Bam. O all you host of heaven! earth ! what else? 
And shall I couple hell? — 0, fie ! — Hold, my heart j 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old. 
But bear me stiffly up. — Remember thee ! 
Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat 
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In this distracted globe. Remember thee ! 
Yea, from the table of my memory 
I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, 
All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past» 
That youth and observation copied there ; 
And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix'd with baser matter : yes, by heaven. — 
O most pernicious woman! 

villain, villain, smiling, damned villain I 
My tables, — meet it is I set it down. 

That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain ; 

At least, I am sure, it may be so in Denmark : [ WrUinff, 

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word; 

It is, Adie.u, adieu! remember me: 

1 have swom't. 

Ilor, [ivithin.] My lord, my lord, — 

Mar. [within^] Lord Hamlet, — 

Jlor. [withi?i,] Heaven secure him! 

Mar. [within.] So be it 1 

If or. [within.] Illo, ho, ho, my lord! 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy! come, bird, come. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Mar, How is't, my noble lord? 

ffor. What news, my lord? 

Ham. 0, wonderful! 

Hor. Good my lord, tell it. 

Ham. No ; you'll reveal it. 

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord. 

Ham,. How say you, then; would heart of man once 
think it?— 
But you'll be secret? 

Hor. and Mar. Ay, by heaven, my lord. 

Ham. There 's ne'er a villain dwelling in all Denmark 
But he 's an arrant knave. 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from the grave 
To tell us this. 

Ham^ Why, ri;aht ; you are i' the right ; 

And so, without more circumstance at all, 
I hold it fit that we shake hands and part : 
You, as your business and desire shall point yon, — 
For ever^ man has business and desire. 
Such as it is ; — and for mine own poor parfe^ 
Look you, I'll go pray. 
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Hor. ITiese are but wild and whirling words, my lord. 

Ham. Fm sorry they offend you, heartily ; 
Yes, faith, heartily. 

Hor. There 's no offence, my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this vision here, — 
It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you : 
For your desire to know what is between us, 
O'ermaster't as you may. And now, good Mends, 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers. 
Give me one poor request. 

Hor, What is't, my lord? we will. 

Ham. Never make known what you have seen to-night. 

Hor. and Mar. My lord, we will not. 

Ham. Nay, but swear't. 

Hor. In faith. 

My lord, not L 

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 

Ham. Upon my sword. 

Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already. 

Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

Ghost, [boieath.] Swear. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy! say' st thou so? art thou there, true- 
penny? — 
Come on, — you hear this fellow in the cellarage, — 
Consent to swear. 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham. Never to speak of this that you have seen. 
Swear by my sword. 

Ghost, [beneath.] Swear. 

Ham. Hie et uh'ujue? then we'U shift our ground. — 
Come hither, gentlemen, 
And lay your hands again upon my sword: 
Never to speak of this that you have heard. 
Swear by my sword. 

Ghost, [beneath.] Swear. 

Ham. Well said, old mole! canst work i' the earth so 
fast? 
A worthy pioneer! — Once more remove, good friends. 

Hor, day and night, but this is wondrous strangel 

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of tn your philosoi)hy. 
But come ; — 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy, 
How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself — 
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As I, perchance, hereafter shall thiiik meet 

To put an antic disi)Osition on, — 

That yon, at such times seeing me, never shall, 

With arms encumher'd thus, or this head-shake, 

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase. 

As, Well, well, we know; — or. We could, an if we would; — 

Or, If we list to apeak; — or, There he, an xftluey migfU, 

Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 

That you know aught of me : — ^this not to do, 

So grace and mercy at your most need help you, — 

Swear. 

Ohoat. [heneath^l Swear. 

Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit ! — So, gentlemen. 
With all my love I do commend me to you ; 
And what so poor a nian as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to you, 
God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together; 
And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 
The time is out of joint: — cursed spite, 
That ever I was bom to set it right! — 
Nay, come, let 's go together. [Eoceunt, 



ACT IL 
SCENE L — A Boom in Polonius's Ilauae, 

Enter Polonius and Reynaldo. 

Pol. Give him this money and tliese notes, Reynaldo. 

J^ey. I will, my lortL 

Pol. You shall do niarvcllons wisely, good Reynaldo, 
Before you visit him, to moke inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 

Bey. My lord, T did intend it. 

Pol. Marry, well said ; very well said. Look you, sir, 
Inquire me iirst what Danskers are in Paris ; 
And how, and who, wh.nt means, and where they keep^ 
What company, at what ex][)ense ; and finding. 
By this enconipassment and drift of question, 
That they do know my son, come you more nearer 
Than your particular demands will touch it: 
Take you, as 'twere, some distant knowledge of him ; 
As thus, / know liiafatlier and liia friends, 
And in part him;— do you mark this, Reynaldo ? 
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Key, Ay, very well, my lord. 

PoL And in part him; — bat, you may say, not well: 
But i/H he he I mean, he '« very vnld ; 
Addicted so and so; and there put on him 
What forgeries you please ; marry, none so rank 
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that ; 
But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips 
As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 

Rey, As gaming, my lord. 

Po'. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quarrelling^ 
Drabbing : — ^you may go so far. 

Rey, My lord, that would dishonour him. 

Pol, Faith, no ; as you may season it in the charge. 
You must not put another scandal on him, 
That he is open to incontinency ; 

That 's not my meaning : but breathe his faults so quaintly 
That they may seem the taints of liberty ; 
The flash and outbreak of a fiery mind ; 
A savageness in unreclaimed blood, 
Of general assault. 

Rey. But, my good lord, — 

Pol, Wherefore should you do this? 

Rey. Ay, my lord, 

I would know that. 

Pol. Marry, sir, here's my drift; 

And I believe it is a fetch of warrant : 
You laying these slight sullies on my son. 
As 'twere a thing a Sttle soil'd i' the working, 
Mark you. 

Your party in converse, him you would sound, 
Having ever seen in the prenominate crimes 
The youth you breathe of guilty, be assured 
He closes Avith you in this consequence ; 
Good sir, or so; or friend, or gentleman, — 
According to the phrase or the addition 
Of man and country. 

Rey, Very good, my lord. 

PoL And then, sir, does he this, — he does, — 
What was I about to say? — By the mass, I was 
About to say something: — where did I leave? 

Rey, At closes in the consequence^ 
At friend or so, and gentleman, 

Pol, At — closes in the consequence, — ay, many; 
He closes with you thus : — / know the gentleman; 
I saw him yestei'day^ or Mother day, 
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Or tJtsn, or then; with such, or s^ich; and^ as yoa say^ 

There was he gaming; tliere overtook in '« rouse; 

TJiere falling out at tennis: or perchance, 

/ saw him enter such a house ofsaJ.e,^' 

Videlicet, a brothel, — or so forth. — 

See you now ; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth : 

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach, 

With windlaces, and with assays of bias, 

By indirections find directions out : 

So, by my former lecture and advice. 

Shall you my son. You have me, have you not? 

Bey. My lord, I have. 

PoL God b* wi' you ; fare you welL 

Key. Good my lord ! 

PoL Observe his inclination in yourself 

liey. 1 shall, my lord. 

PoL And let him ply his music 

Key, Well, my lord. 

Pol Farewell! [Exit KEVNALDa 

Enter Ophelia. 

How now, Ophelia! what's the matter? 
Oph. Alas, my lord, I have been so affirighted ! 
PoL With what, i' the name of God? 
Oph, My lord, as I was sewing in my chamber, 
Lord Hamlet, — with his doublet all unbrac'd ; 
No hat upon his head; his stockings foul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ankle ; 
Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other j 
And with a look so piteous in purport 
As if he had been loosed out of hell 
To speak of horrors, — ^he comes before me. 
PoL Mad for thy love? 

Oph. My lord, I do not know ; 

But truly I do fear it. 

PoL What said he? 

Oph, He took me by the wrist, and held me hard; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And with his other hand thus o'er his brow. 
He falls to such perusal of my face 
As he would draw it. Lona stay'd he so ; 
At last, — a little shaking ofmine arm. 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,^ 
He rais'd a sigh so piteous and profonnd 
That it did seem to shatter all his bulk 
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And end his being: that done, he lets me go.: 
And, with his head over his shoulder turn d, 
He seem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out o' doors he went without their help, 
And to the last bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, go with me : I will go seek the king. 
Tliis is the yery ecstasy of love ; 
Whose violent proj)erty fordoes itself. 
And leads the will to desperate undertakings, 
As oft as any passion under heaven 
That does afflict our natures. I am sorry, — 
What, have you given him any hard words of late? 

Oph. No, my good lord ; but, as you did command, 
I did repel his letters, and denied 
His access to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 

I am sorry that with better heed and judgment 
I had not quoted him : I fear*d he did but triHe, 
And meant to wreck thee ; but, beshrew my jealousy I 
It seems it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions 
As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king : 
This must be known; which, being ke^^t dose, might 

move 
More grief to hide than hate to utter love. [ExeunL 



SCENE 11.—^ Ro(m, in the Castle. 

Enter Kino, Queen, Eosencrantz, Guildenstern, and 

Attendants. 

King. Welcome, dear Eosencrantz and Guildenstern! 
Moreover that we much did long to see you, 
The need we have to use you did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet's transformation ; so I call it. 
Since nor the exterior nor the inward man 
Eesembles that it was. What it should be, 
More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the understanding of himself 
I cannot dream of: I entreat you both. 
That being of so voung days brought up with hin*, 
And since so neignbouj 'd to his youth and h»Tno"r^ 
That you vouchsafe y( or rest here in our co"rt 
Some little time : so b 7 your companies 
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To draw him on to pleasures, and to gather. 
So much as from occasion you may glean, 
Whether aught, to us unknown, aimcts him thus. 
That, open'(^ lies within our remedy. 

Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talked of you; 
And sure I am two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
To show us so much gentry and good-will 
As to expend your time with us awhile, 
For the supply and profit of our hope. 
Your visitation shall receive such thajiks 
As fits a king's remembrance. 

B08, Both your majesties 

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

Guil. We both obey. 

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent, 
To lay our service freely at your feet, 
To be commanded. 

King. Thanks, Rosencrantz and gentle Guildenstem. 

Queen, Thanks, Guildenstem and gentle Rosencrantz t 
And I beseech you instantly to visit 
My too-much-changed son. — Go, some of you. 
And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Cfuil. Heavens make our presence and our practices 
Pleasant and helpful to him! 

Queen, Ay, amen! 

[Exeunt Res., Guil., and some Attendanta 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. The ambassadors from Norway, my good lord, 
Are joyfully returned. 

King. Thou still hast been the father of good news. 

Pol. Have 1, my lord? Assure you, my good liege, 
I hold my duty, as I hold my soul. 
Both to my God and to my gracious king : 
And I do thinlc, — or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure 
As it hath us'd to do, — that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King. 0, speak of that ; that do I long to hear. 

PoL Give first admittance to the ambassador ; 
My news shall be the fruit to that great feast. 

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring them in. 

[Exit POLONIUB. 
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He tells me, my sweet queen, that he hath foimd 
The head and source of all your son's distemper. 

Queen. 1 doubt it is no other but the main, — 
His father's death and our o'erhasty marriage. 

King, Well, we shall sift him. 

He-enter Polonius, toith Voltimand and Cornelius. 

Welcome, my good friends! 
Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway? 

Volt. Most fair return of greetings and desires. 
Upon our first, he sent out to sui>press 
His nephew's levies ; which to him appear' d 
To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack ; 
But, better look'd into, he truly found 
It was aeaiust your highness : whereat griev'd, — 
That so nis sickness, age, and impotence 
Was falsely borne in hand, — sends out arrests 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ; 
Receives rebuke from Norway; and, in fine, 
Makes vow before his uncle never more 
To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 
Wliereon old Norway, overcome with joy. 
Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee; 
And his commission to employ those soldiers. 
So levied as before, against the Polack : 
With an entreaty, herein further shown, [Oives a paper. 
That it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions for this enterjirise, 
On such regards of safety and allowance 
As therein are set down. 

King. It likes us well ; 

And at our more consider' d time we'll read, 
Answer, and think upoD this busmess. 
Meantime we thank you for your well-took labour: 
Go to your pest ; at night we'll feast together : 
Most welcome home! 

[Exeunt Voltimand and CoRNELits. 

Pol. This business is well ended. — 

My liege, and madam, — to expostulate 
What majesty should be, what duty is. 
Why day is day, night night, and time is time. 
Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time. 
Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit. 
And tedioiisness the limbs and outward iiourishea, 
I will be brief: — your noble son is mad: 
Mad call I it; for to define true madness 
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What is't but to be nothing else but mad? 
But let that go. 

Queen. More matter with less art. 

Pol. Madam, T swear I use no art at all. 
That he is mad, 'tis true : 'tis true 'tis pity ; 
And pity 'tis 'tis true : a foolish figure; 
But farewell it, for I will use no art. 
Mad let us grant him, then : and now remains 
That we find out the cause of this effect ; 
Or rather say, the cause of this defect. 
For this effect defective comes by cause : 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 
Perpend. 

I have a daughter, — ^have whilst she is mine ; 
Wlio, in her duty and obedience, mark, 
Hath given me this : now gather, and surmise. [Rtads, 

To tfte celestial^ and my souPs idol, the tnost beautified 

Ophelia, — 
That 's an ill phrase, a vile phrase, — heaviijled is a vile 
])hrase : but you shall hear. Thus : {Reads, 

In her excellent white bosom, these, d:c. — 

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her? 

PoL Good madam, stay awhile; I will be faithful. 

[^Reada, 
Dovht thou tlie stars are fire; 

Doubt that the sun doth move; 
Doubt truth to be a liar; 
But never doubt I love. 

dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers; I have not 
art to reckon my groans: but that I love thee best, most 
best, believe it. Adieu. 

Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst this 
machine is to him, Hamlet. 

This, in obedience, hath my daughter showM me : 
And more above, hath his solicitmgs, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 
All given to mine ear. 

King. But how hath she 

Receiv'd his love? 

PoL What do you think of me? 

King. As of a man faithful and honourable. 

Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might you think, 
When T had seen this hot love on the wing, — 
As T perceiv'd it, I must tell you that. 
Before my daughter told me, — what might you. 
Or my dear majesty your queen here, think. 
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If I had play'd the desk or table-book ; 

Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb ; 

Or look'd upon this love with idle sight ; — 

What might you think? No, 1 went round to work, 

And my young mistress thus I did be8j)eak : 

Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy sphere; 

This must not he: and then I prece])ts gave her, 

That she should lock herself from his resort, 

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 

Which done, she took the fruits of my advice ; 

And he, repulsed, — a short tale to make, — 

Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast ; 

Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness ; 

Thence to a lightness ; and, by this declension. 

Into the madness wherein now he raves 

And all we wail for. 

King, Do you think 'tis this? 

Queen. It may be, very likely. 

Pol Hath there been such a time, — Fd fain know that,— 
That I have positively said, ^Tis so, 
Wheii it prov'd otherwise? 

King. Not that I know. 

PoL 'J'ake this fix)m this, if this be otherwise : 

[Poinling to his heitd and shmdder. 
If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 

King. How may we try it further? 

Pol. You know, sometimes he walks for hours together 
Here in the lobby. 

Qu^en. So he does, indeed. 

Pol. At such a time I'll loose my daughter to him : 
Be you and I behind an arras then ; 
Mark the encounter : if he love her not. 
And be not from his reason fall'n thereon. 
Let me be no assistant for a state, 
But keep a farm and carters. 

King. We will try it. 

Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor wretch comes 
reading. 

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away : 
I'll board him presently : — 0, give me leave. 

[JSxeunt Kino, Queen, and Attendants. 

Fnter Hamlet, reading. 
How does my good Lord Hamlet? 
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Ham. Well, God-a-mercy. 

Pol, Do you know me, my lord? 

Ham. Excellent, excellent well ; you're a fishmonger. 

Pol. Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man. 

Pol Honest, my lord! 

Ham. Ay, sir ; to be honest, as this world goes, is to be 
one man picked out often thousand. 

Pol. That's very true, nij^lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead dog, being 
a god-kissing carrion, — Have you a daughter? 

Pol. 1 have, my lord. 

Ham. Let her not walk i' the sun : conception is a bless- 
ing ; but not as your daughter may conceive : — ^friend, look 
to^t. 

Pol. How say you by that ? — [-4 side. ] Still harping on my 
daughter : — yet he knew me not at first ; he said I was a 
fishmonger : he is far gone, far gone ; and truly in my youth 
I suffered much extremity for love; very near this. I'll 
Bi)eak to him again. — What do you read, my lord? 

Ham.. Words, words, words. 

PoL What is the matter, my lord? 

Ham. Between who? ^ 

Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham. Slanders, sir : for the satirical slave says here that 
old men have gray beards ; that their faces are wrinkled ; 
their eyes purging thick amber and plum-tree gum ; and 
that they have a plentiful lack of wit, together with most 
weak hams : all which, sir, though I most pov/erfuUy and 
potently believe, yet I hold it not honesty to have it thus set 
doA^Ti ; for you yourself, sir, should be old as I am, if, like a 
crab, you could go backward. 

Pol. [cwirfe.] Though this be madness, yet there is method 
in't. — Will you walk out of the air, my lord? 

Ham.. Into my grave? 

Pol. Indeed, that is out o' the air. — \A8ide,.'\ How 
]iregnant sometimes his replies are! a happiness that often 
madness hits on, which reason and sanity could not so 
prosperously be delivered of. I will leave him, and sud- 
denly contrive the means of meeting between him and my 
daughter. — My honourable lord, I will most himibly take 
my leave of you. 

Ham,. You cannot, sir, take from me anything that I 
will more willingly part withal,— except my life, except my 
life, exce])t ray life. 

PoL Fare you well, my lord. 
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Ham. These tedious old fools! 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Pol. You go to seek the Lord Hamlet ; there he is. 

Ros. [to PoLONius.] God save you, sirl [Exit Polonius, 

GuiL Mine honoured lord I 

Ros. My most dear lord ! 

Ham, My excellent good friends! How dost thou, 
Ouildenstem? Ah, Rosencrantz! Good lads, how do ye 
both? 

Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Ouil. Happy in that we are not overhappy ; 
On fortune's cap we are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe? 

Ros. Neither, my lord. 

Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in the middle of 
her favours? 

Ouil. Faith, her privates we. 

Ham. In the secret parts of fortune? 0, most true; she 
is a strumpet. What 's the news? 

Ros. None, my lord, but that the world *s grown honest. 

Ham. Then is doomsday near: but your news is not 
true. Let me question more in particular: what have you, 
my good friends,, deserved at the hands of fortune, that 
she sends you to prison hither? 

Ouil. Prison, my lord ! 

Ham^ Denmark 's a prison. 

Ros. Then is the world one. 

Ham. A ffoodly one ; in which there are many confines, 
wards, and aungeons, Denmark being one o' the worst. 

Ros. We think not so, my lord. 

Ham. Why, then, 'tis none to you ; for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it so : to me it is a 
prison. 

Ros. Why, then, your ambition makes it one; 'tis too 
narrow for your mind. 

Ham. God, I could be bounded in a nut-shell, and 
count myself a king of infinite space, were it not that I 
have bad dreams. 

Ouil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition ; for the very 
substance of the ambitious is merely the shadow of a 
dream. 

Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Ros. Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy and light a 
quality that it is but a shadow's shadow. 

Ham. Then are our beggars bodies, and our monarcha 

you VL 8 
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and outstretched heroes the beggars' shadows. Shall we 
to the court? for, by my fay, I cannot reason. 

Jios. and Guil. We'll wait upon you. 

Ham, No such matter : I will not sort you with the rest 
of my servants ; for, to speak to you like an honest man, 
I am most dreadfully attended. But, in the beaten way 
of friendship, what make you at Elsinore? 

Jios. To visit you, ray lord ; no other occasion. 

Nam, Beggar that I am, I am even |)oor in thanks; 
but I thank you : and sure, dear friends, my thanks are 
too dear a halJi)enny. Were you not sent for? Is it your 
own inclining? Is it a free visitation? Come, deal justly 
with me: come, come; nay, speak. 

Guil, What should we say, my lord? 

I fain. Why, anything — ^but to the j)urpose. You were 
sent for; ana there is a kind of confession in your looks, 
which your modesties have not craft enough to colour: I 
know the good king and queen have sent for you. 

Bos. To what end, my lord? 

Ham. That you must teach me. But let me conjure 
you, by the rights of our fellowship, by the consonancy 
of our youth, by the obligation of our ever-preserved love, 
and by what more dear a better projwser could charge you 
withal, be even and direct with me, whether you were sent 
for or no ? 

jRos. What say you? [ T'o Guildenstern. 

Ham. [aside.] Nay, then, I have an eye of you. — If you 
love me, hold not oil'. 

Gull. My lord, we were sent for. 

Ham. 1 will tell you why ; so shall my anticipation pre- 
vent your discovery, and your secrecy to the king and queen 
moult no feather. I have of late, — but wherefore I know 
not, — lost all my miith, forgone all custom of exercises ; 
and, indeed, it goes so heavily with my disposition that 
this goodly frame, the earth, seems to me a sterile promon- 
tory; this most excellent canopy, the air, look you, this 
brave o'erhanging firmament, this majestical roof fretted 
with golden lire, — ^why, it appears no other tiling to me 
than a foul and pestilent congi-egation of vai)ours What a 
l)iece of work is man! How noble in reason! how intinite 
in faculties ! in form and moving, how express and adnur- 
able! in action, how like an angel! in apprehension, how 
like a god! the beauty of the world! the paragon of animals ! 
And yet, to me, what is this quintessence of dust? man 
delights not me ; no, nor woman neither, though by your 
wnilin^ you seem to say so. 
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Ro8. My lord, there was no such stuif in my thonghtp. 

Ham. Why did you laugh, then, when I said, Man 
delights not me ? 

1x08. To think, my lord, if you delight not in man, what 
leiiten entertainment the players shall receive from you: 
wo coted them on the way; and hither are they coming, to 
otier you service. 

Ham^ He that play^s the king shall be welcome, — his 
majesty shall have tribute of me ; the adventurous knight 
shall use his foil and target ; the lover shall not sigh gratis ; 
the humorous man shall end his part in peace ; the clown 
sliall make those laugh whose lungs are tickled o' the sere ; 
and the lady shall say her mind &eely, or the blank verse 
shall halt for't. — What players are they? 

Ro8. Even those you were wont to take delight in, — the 
trairedians of the city. 

Ham, How chances it they "travel? their residence, both 
in reputation and profit, was better both ways. 

Ros, I think their inhibition comes by the means of the 
late innovation. 

Ham» Do they hold the same estimation they did when 
I was in the city? Are they so followed? 

Ros, No, indeed, they are not. 

Ham, How comes it? do they grow rusty? 

Ros, Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted pace : but 
there is, sir, an aery. of children, little eyases, that cry 
out on the top of question, and are most tyrannically clappe<l 
for't : these are now the fashion ; and so berattle the com- 
mon staijes, — so they call them, — that many wearing rapiers 
are afraid of goose -quills, and dare scarce come thitner. 

Hum, What, are they children? who maintains 'em? how 
are they escoted ? Will they pursue the quality no longer 
than they can sing ? will they not say afterwards, if they 
should grow themselves to common players, — as it is most 
like, if their means are no better, — their writers do them 
wrong, to make them exclaim against their own succession? 

Ro8. Faith, there has been much to do on both sides; 
and the nation holds it no sin to tarre them to controversy : 
there was for awhile no money bid for argument, unless 
the poet and the plajer went to cuffs in the question. 

Hum. Is't possiVe? 

Gail, 0, there has been much thro>ving about of brains. 

Ham. Do the boys carry it away? 

Ro8. Ay, that they do, my lord ; Hercules and his load 
too. 

Ham, It is not strange; for mine unde is king of Den* 
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mark, and those that would make mouths at him while 
my father lived, give twenty, forty, fifty, an hundred 
ducats a-piece for his picture in little. 'Sblood, there is 
something in this more than natural, if philosophy could 
find it out. [Flourish of irmnpets within, 

Gail. There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore. Your 
hands, come : the appurtenance of welcome is fashion and 
ceremony : let me comply with you in this garb ; lest my 
extent to the players, which, I tell you, must show fairly 
outward, should more appear like entertainment than yours. 
You are welcome : but my uncle-father aud aunt-mother 
are deceived. 

Guil. In what, my dear lord? 

Haiii. I am but mad north-north-west : when the wind 
is southerly I know a hawk from a hand saw. " 

JSiUer PoLONius. 

Pol. "Well be with you, gentlemen! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstem ; — and you too ; — at each 
ear a hearer : that great baby you see there is not yet out 
of his swathing -clouts. 

Ro8. Happily he's the second time come to them; for 
they say an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophesy he comes to tell me of the players ; 
mark it. — You say right, sir : o' Monday morning ; 't>^'as so 
indeed. 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. When Roscius 
was an actor in Rome, — 

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buzz, buzz! 

Pol. Upon mine honour, — 

Ham» Then came each actor on his ass, — 

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for tragedy, 
comedy, history, comical, pastoral, pastoral-historicai-pas- 
toral, tragical - historical, tragical- comical-historical -pasto- 
ral, scene individable, or poem unlimited : Seneca cannot 
be too heavy nor Plautus too light. For the law of writ 
and the liberty, these are the only meu. 

Ham. Jephthah, judge of Israel, what a treasure 
hadst thou ! 

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord? 

Ham, Why — 

une fair daii^hler, and no marc. 
The which he loved passins weU. 
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Pol. [aside,] Still on my daughter. 
Bam. Am I not i' the right, old Jephthah? 
PoL If you call me Jephthah, my lord, 1 have a daugh- 
ter that I love passing well. 
Ham. Nay, that follows not. 
Pol. What follows, then, my lord? 
Ham, Why — 

As by lot, God wot, 
and then, you know, 

It came to pass, as most like it was,— 

the first row of the pious chanpon will show you more ; for 
look where my abridgment comes. 

Enter four or Jive Players. 

You are welcome, masters; welcome, all: — I am glad to 
see thee well; — welcome, good friends. — O, my old friend! 
Thy face is valanced since I saw thee last; comest thou 
to beard me in Denmark? — What, my young lady and 
mistress f By'r lady, your ladyship is nearer heaven thiin 
when I saw you last, by the altitude of a chopine. Pray 
God, your voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold, be not 
cracked within the ring. — Masters, you are all welcome. 
We'll e'en to't like French falconers, fly at anything we 
see: we'll have a speech straight: come, give us a taste 
of your quality ; come, a passionate speech. 

1 Play. What speech, my lord? 

Ham. I heard thee speak me a si>eech once, — but it was 
never acted; or, if it was, not above once; for the play, 
I remember, ^jleased not the million ; 'twas caviare to the 
general: but it was, — as 1 received it, and others whose 
judgments in such matters cried in the top of mine, — an 
excellent play, well digested in the scenes, set down with 
as much modesty as cunning. I remember, one said there 
were no sallets in the lines to make the matter savoury, 
nor no matter in the phrase that might indite the author 
of affectation; but called it an honest method, as whole- 
some as sweet, and by very much more handsome than fine. 
One speech in it I chiefly loved: 'twas iEneas' tale to 
Dido; and thereabout of it especially where he speaks of 
l^riam's slaughter: if it live in your memory, begin at 
this line ; — let me see, let me see : — 

The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian beast, 

— ^it is not so: — it begins with Pyrrhus: — 
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The rugged Pyrrhus, — be whose sable arms, 

BJack as his purpose, did the night resemble 

When he lay couched in the ominous horse, — 

Hath now this dread and black complexion smear'd 

With heraldry more dismal ; head to foot 

Now is he total gules ; horridly trick'd 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons, 

Bak'd and impasted with the parching streets, 

That lend a tyrannous and damned light 

To their vile murders : roasted in wrath and fire, 

And thus o*er-sized with coagulate gore. 

With eyes like carbimcles, the hellish Pyrrhus 

Old grandsire Priam seeks. — 

So proceed yon. 

PoL 'Fore God, my lord, well spoken, with good accent 
and good discretion. 

1 Play. Anon he finds him 
Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique sword. 
Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls. 
Repugnant to command : unequal matched, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage strikes wide ; 
But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword 
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless Ilium, 
Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his base ; and with a hideous crash 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus' ear: for, lo! his sword. 
Which was declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Priam, seem'd i' the air to stick : 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood ; 
And, like a neutral to his will and matter, 
Did nothing. 

But as we often see, against some storm, 
A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still, 
The bold winds speechless, and the orb below 
As hush as death, anon the dreadfid thunder 
Doth rend the region ; so, after Pyrrhus' pause^ 
A roused vengeance sets him new a- work ; 
And never did the Cyclops' hammers fall 
On Mars his armour, forg'd for proof eteme. 
With less remorse than Pyrrhus' bleeding sword 
Now falls on Priam. — 

Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune ! All you gods, 
In general synod, take away her power; 
Break all the sx)oke8 and fellies firom her whed. 
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And bowl the round nave down the hill of heaven. 
As low as to the fiends!. 

Pol. This is too lon& 

Ham. It shall to the barber's, with your beard. — Pr'y- 
thee, say on. — He 's for a jig, or a tale of bawdry, or ne 
sleeps: — say on; come to Hecuba.^ 

1 Play. But who, 0, who had seen the mobled 
queen, — 

ITam. The mobled queen? 

Pul. That 's good ; mobled queen is good. 

I Play. Run barefoot up and down, threatening the 
flames 
With bisson rheum ; a clout upon that head 
Where late the diadem stood ; and, for a robe, 
About her lank and all o'er-teemed loins, 
A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up ; — 
Who this had seen, with tongue in venom steep'd, 
'Gainst Fortune's state would treason have pronounc'd: 
But if the gods themselves did see her then, 
When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport 
In mincing with his sword her husband's limbs. 
The instant burst of clamour that she made, — 
Unless things mortal move them not at all, — 
Would have made milch the burning eyes of heaven 
And passion in the gods. 

Pol. Look, whether he has not turned his colour, and has 
tears in 's eyes. — Pray you, no more. 

Ham. 'Tis well ; I'll have thee speak out the rest soon. — 
Good my lord, will you see the players well bestowed? Do 
you hear, let them be well used ; for they are the abstracts 
and brief chronicles of the time ; after your death you were 
better have a bad epitaph than their ill report while you 
live. 

Pol. My lord, I will use them according to their desert. 

Ham^ Odd's bodikin, man, better: use every man after 
his desert, and who should scape whipping? Us3 them 
after your ovm honour and dignity : the less they deserve 
the more merit is in your bounty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come, sirs. 

Ham. Follow him, friends : we'll hear a play to-morrow. 
[ExU PoLONiQS with aU tlie Players but the First.] — Dost 
thou hear me, old fitieDd; can you play the Murder of 
Gonzago? 
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1 Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham We'll ha' t to-morrow night. Yon could, for a 
need, study a speech of some dozen or sixteen lines which I 
would set down and insert in't? could you not? 

1 Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very welL — Follow that lord; and look you mock 
him not. [Exit First Player.] My good friends [to Ros. ind 
GriL. ], rU leave you till night : you are welcome to Elsinore. 

Ros. Good my lord! [Exeunt Ros. and G'vxu 

Ham. Ay, so God b' wi' ye! — Now I am alona 
0, what a rogue and peasant slave am I ! 
Is it not monstrous that this player here, 
But in a iiction, in a dream of passion, 
Could force his soul so to his own conceit 
That from her working all his visage wau'd ; 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in 's aspect, 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit? And all for nothing! 
For Hecuba? 

What 's Hecuba to him or he to Hecuba, 
That he should weep for her? What would be do, 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion 
That I have? He would drown the stage with teare^ 
And cleave the general ear with horrid speech; 
Make mad the guilty, and appal the free ; 
Confound the i^orant, and amaze, indeed. 
The very faculties of eyes and ears. 
Yet I, 

A dull and muddy -mettled rascal, peak. 
Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause, 
And can say nothing ; no, not for a king 
Upon whose property and most dear life 
A danm'd defeat was made. Am I a coward? 
Who calls me villain? breaks my pate across? 
Plucks otf my beard and blows it m my face? 
Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lie i' the throat, 
As deep as to the lungs? who does me this, ha? 
*S wounds, I should take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall 
To make op])ression bitter ; or ere this 
I should have fatted all the rc^on kites 
With this slave's offal : — ^bloocfy, bawdy villain ! 
Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless villain I 
O, vengeance! 

Why, what an ass &m II This is most brave, 
That I, the son of a dear father miirder'd. 
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Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell. 

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words. 

And fail a-cursing like a very drab, 

A scullion ! 

Fie upon'tl foh ! — About, my brain! I have heard 

That guilty creatures, sitting at a i>lay, 

Have by tne very cunning of the scene 

Been struck so to the soul that presently 

They have proclaim'd their malefactions ; 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 

With most miraculous organ. I'll have these playerg 

Play something like the murder of my father 

Before mine uncle : I'll observe his looks ; 

I'll tent him to the quick : if he but blench, 

I know my course. The spirit that I have seen 

May be the devil : and the devil hath power 

To assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and perhaps 

Out of my weakness «ind my melancholy, — 

As he is very potent with such spirits, — 

Abuses me to damn me : I'll have grounds 

More relative than this : — the play 's the thing 

Wherein Til catch the conscience of the king. [ExA 



ACT IIL 

SCENE I,— A Boom in ike Castle. 

Enter King, Queen, Polontus, Ophelia, Rosencrant^ 

and Guildenstern. 

King. And can you, by no drift of circumstance. 
Get from him why he puts on this confusion, 
Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy? 

Hoa. He does confess he feels himself distracted ; 
But from what cause he will by no means s^ieak. 

GuU. Nor do we find him forward to be sounded ; 
But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof 
When we would bring him on to some confession 
Of his true state. 

Queen, Did he receive you well? 

Ro8. Most like a gentleman. 

(MU. But with much forcing of his disposition. 

Rofi. Niggard of (lueFtioo i but of our demanda. 
Meet ir*it ii; hk t^iiy. 
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Queen. Did you assay him 

To any pastime? 

Hos. Madam, it bo fell out that certain players 
We o'er-raught on the way : of these we told him; 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : they are about the court ; 
And, as I think, they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol, *Tis most true : 

And he beseech'd me to enter at your majesties 
To hear and see the matter. 

Kiwf. With all my heart ; and it doth much content me 
To hear him so incUn'd. — 
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge. 
And drive liis purpose on to these delights. 

Jioft. We shall, my lord. [Exeunt Ros. and Gxtil. 

Khig. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too; 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
Affront Ophelia : 

Her father and myself, — lawful espials, — 
Will so bestow ourselves that, seemg, unseen. 
We may of their encounter frankly judge ; 
And gather by him, as he is behav'd. 
If "t be the affliction of his love or no 
That thus he suffers for. 

Queen. I shall obey you : — 

And for your part, Ophelia, I do wish 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet's wUdness : so shall 1 hope jour virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 
To both your honours. 

Oph. Madam, I wish it may. [Exit Queen. 

PoL Ophelia, walk you here — Gracious, so please you. 
We will bestow ourselves. — [To Ophelia.] Read on thia 
That show of such an exercise may colour [book ; 

Your loneliness. — ^We are oft to blame in this, — 
'Tis too mu jh prov'd, — ^that with devotion's visage 
And pious action we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself. 

King, [aside.] O, 'tis too true ! 
How smart a lash that speech doth give my conscience I 
The harlot's cheek, beautied with plastering art, 
1 8 not more ugly to the thing that helps it 
Than is my deed to my most painted word: 
heavy burden 1 
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PoL I hear him coming : let 's withdraw, my lord. 

[Exeunt KimG and PoLONiua 

Enter Hamlet. 

77am, To be, or not to be, — that is the question:^ 

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer 

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And by opposing end them?^To die, — to sleep, — 

No more ; and by a sleep to say we end 

The heart -ache and the thousand natural shocks 

That flesh is heir to, — 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, — to sleep ; — 

To sleej) ! perchance to dream : — ay, there 's the rub; 

For in that sleej) of death what dreams may come. 

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil. 

Must give us pause : there 's the respect 

That makes calamity of so long life ; 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 

The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely, 

The pangs of despis'd love, the law's delay, 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 

That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 

When he himself might his quietus make 

With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear. 

To grunt and sweat under a weary life. 

But that the dread of something after death, — 

The midiscover'd coimtry, from whose bourn 

No traveller returns, — puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have 

Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 

And thus the native hue of resolution 

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought; 

And enterprises of great i)ith and moment, 

With this regard, their currents turn awry. 

And lose the name of action. — Soft you now! 

Tho fair Ophelia. — Nymph, in thy orisons 

Be all my sins remember' d. 

Oph. Good my lord, 

ITow does your honour for this many a day? 
Ham. I humbly thank you ; well, well, welL 
Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of youra^ 

That I have longed long to re-deliver; 

I pray you, now receive them. 
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Ham, No, not I; 

I never gave you aught. 

OpK My honour 'a lord, you know right well you did; 
And, with them, words of so sweet breath com[K)s'd 
As made the things more rich : their perfume lost, 
Take these again ; for to the noble nund 
Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unkind. 
There, my lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha! are you honest? 

Oph, My lord? 

aam. Are you fair? 

Oph, What means your lordship? 

Ham. That if you be honest and fair, your houesty should 
admit no discourse to your beauty. 

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce 
than with honesty? 

Haw,. Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will sooner 
transform honesty from what it is to a bawd than the force 
of honesty can translate beauty into his likeness : this was 
sometime a paradox, but now the time gives it proo£ I 
did love you once. 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 

Ham. You should not have believed me ; for virtue can- 
not so inoculate our old stock but we shall relish of it : I 
loved you not. 

Oph. I was the more deceived. 

Ham,. Get thee to a nunnery: why wouldst thou be a 
breeder of sinners? I am myself indifterent honest; but 
yet I could accuse me of such things that it were better 
my mother had not bom me : I am very proud, revengeful, 
ambitious; with more offences at my beck than I have 
thoughts to put them in, imagination to give them shape, 
or time to act them in. What should su3i fellows as I do 
crawling between heaven and earth? We are arrant knaves, 
all ; believe none of us. Go thy ways to a nunnery. 
Where's your father? 

Oph. At home, my lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon him, that he may play 
the fool nowhere but in 's own house. FarewelL 

Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens ! 

Ham. If thou dost marry, I'll give thee this plague for 
thy dowry, — be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow, thou 
shalt not escape calumny. Get thee to a nunnery, go: 
farewelL Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a fool ; for 
wise men know well enough what monsters you make of 
them. To a nunnery, go ; and quickly too. Farewell. 
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Oph. heavenly powers, restore him! 

Ham. I have heard of your paintings too, well enough ; 
God has given you one face and you make yourselves 
another: you jig, you amble, and you lisp, and nickname 
God's creatures, and make your wantonness your igno- 
rance. Go to, I'll no more on't; it hath made me mad. 
I say, we will have no more marriages: those that are 
married already, all but one, shall live; the rest shall keep 
as they are. To a nunnery, go. [Exit, 

Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown! 
The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's eye, tongue, sword: 
The expectancy and rose of the fair state, 
The glass of fashion and the mould of form. 
The observ'd of all observers, ^[uite, quite down I 
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched, 
That suck'd the honey of his music vows. 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason, 
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth 
Blasted with ecstasy : 0, woe is me. 
To have seen what I have seen, see what I see! 

Re-enter King and Polonius. 

King. Love! his affections do not that way tend ; 
Nor what he spake, though it lack'd form a little. 
Was not like madness. There 's something in his soul 
O'er which his melancholy sits on brood ; 
And I do doubt the hatch and the disclose 
Will be some danger : which for to prevent, 
I have in quick determination 
Thus set it down : — ^he shall with speed to England 
For the demand of our neglected tnbute : 
Ilaply, the .^eas and countries different. 
With variable objects, shall expel 
This something-settled matter m his heart ; 
Whereon his brains still beating puts him thus 
From fashion of himself. What think you on't? 

Pol. It shall do well : but yet do I believe 
The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from nesjlected lova — How now, Ophelia! 
You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet said ; 
We heard it all. — My lord, do as you please; 
But if you hold it fit, after the play. 
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 
To show his grief: let her be round with him; 
And I'll be plac'd, so please you, in the ear 



*270 HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK, act in. 

Of all their conference. If she find him not, 
To England send him ; or confine him where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

King. It shall be so : 

Madness in great ones must not unwatch'd go. [Exeunt, 



SCENE 11.—^ Hall in the Castle. 

Enter Hamlet and certain Players. 

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced 
it to you, trippingly on the tongue : but if you mouth it, 
as many of your players do, I had as lief the town-crier 
spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air too much with 
your hand, thus ; but use all gently : for in the very tor- 
rent, tempest, and, as I may say, the whirlwind of passion, 
you must acquire and beget a temperance that may give 
it smoothness. O, it offends me to the soul, to hear a 
robustious periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, 
to very rags, to spht the ears of the groundlings, who, for 
the most part, are capable of nothing but inexplicable 
dumb shows and noise: I could have such a fellow 
whipped for o'erdoing Termagant; it out-herods Herod: 
pray you, avoid it. 

1 Play. I warrant your honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own discretion 
be your tutor: suit the action to the word, the word to 
the action ; with this special observance, that you o'erstep 
not the modesty of nature: for anything so overdone is 
from the puri)ose of plajdng, whose end, both at the first 
and now, was and is, to hold, as 'twere, the mirror up to 
nature; to show virtue her own feature, scorn her own 
image, and the very age and body of the time his form and 
pressure. Now, this overdone or come tardy off, though 
it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make the judicious 
grieve ; the censure of the which one must, in your allow- 
ance, o'erweigh a whole theatre of others. O, there be 
plavers that I have seen play, — and heard others praise, 
and that highly, — not to speak it ])rofanely, that, neither 
having the accent of Christians, nor the gait of Cliristian, 
T)agan, nor man, have so strutted and bellowed that I 
have thought some of nature's journeymen had made men, 
and not made them well, they imitated humanity so abom- 
inably. 

1 Play. I hope we have reformed that indifferently 
with us, sir. 
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Ham. 0, reform it alto,2;ether. And let those that play 
your jclo'WTis speak no more than is set down for them : for 
there be of them that will themselves laugh, to set on 
some quantity of barren spectators to laui^h too ; though, in 
the meantime, some necessary question of the play be then 
to be considered : that 's villanous, and shows a most pitiful 
ambition in the fool that uses it. Go, make you ready. 

{Exeunt Players. 

j^7lter POLONIUS, ROSENCRANTZ, arwi GuiLDENSTERN. 

How now, my lord! will the kin^ hear this piece of work? 

Pol. And the queen too, and that presently. 

Ham, Bid the players make haste. \ExU Polonius. 

Will you two help to hasten them? 

Ros. and Ouil. We will, my lord. [Exeunt Ros. and Guil. 

Ham. What, ho, Horatio! 

Enter Horatio. 

Hot. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man 
As e'er my conversation cop'd withaL 

Hor. 0, my dear lord, — 

Ham, Nay, do not think I flatter; 

For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits. 
To feed and clothe thee? Why should the poor be flattei'd? 
No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp; 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear? 
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice. 
And could of men distinguish, her election 
Hath seal'd thee for herself: for thou hast been 
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing ; 
A man that Fortune's buffets and rewards 
Hast ta'en with e^ual thanks : and bless' d are those 
Whose blood and judgment are so well commingled 
That they are not a pipe for Fortune's linger 
To sound what stop she please. Give me that man 
That is not passion's slave, and I- will wear him 
In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart, 
As I do thee. — Something too much of this. — 
'i'here is a play to-night before the king; 
One scene of it comes near the circumstance 
Which I have told thee of my lather's death; 
I pr'ythee, when thou see'st that act a-foot, 
Even with the very comment of thy soul 
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Observe mine uncle : if his occulted guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech. 
It is a damned ghost that we have seen ; 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan's stithy. Give him heedful note : 
For I mine eyes wiU rivet to his face; 
And, after, we will both our judgments join 
In censure of his seeming. 

Hor. Well, my lord : 

If he steal aught the whilst this play is playing, 
And scape detecting, I will pay the theft. 

Ham, They are coming to we play; I must be idle: 
Get you a place. 

Danish march, A flourish, J^n/cr King, Queen, Polonius, 
Ophelia, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, arid otfiers. 

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet? 

Uam. Excellent, i' faith; of the chameleon's dish: I 
eat the air, promise-crammed : you cannot feed capons so. 

King, I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet; these 
words are not mine. 

Ham^ No, nor mine now. — My lord, you played one© 
i* the university, you say? \^To Polonius. 

PoL That did I, my lord, and was accounted a good 
actor. 

Ham, And what did you enact? 

Pol. 1 did enact Julius CaBsar : I was killed i' the Capitol ; 
Brutus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill so capital a 
calf there. — Be the players ready? 

Ros. Ay, my lord ; they stay u])on your patience. 

Queen, Come hither, my good Hamlet, sit by me. 

Ham. No, good mother, here 's metal more attractive. 

Pol. 0, ho! do you mark that? {To the King. 

Ham, Lady, shall I lie in your lap? 

[Lying down at Ophelia's/' et, 

Oph, No; my lord. 

Ham, I mean, my head upon your lap? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Do you think I meant country matters? 

Oph. I think nothing, my lord. 

Ham. That 's a fair thought to lie between maids' legs, 

Oph, What is, my lord? 

Ham» Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry, my lord* 

Ham. Who, I? 



BCENE II. HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 273 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. O, your only jig-maker. What should a mau do 
but be merry? for, look you, how cheerfully my mother 
looks, and my father died mthin 's two hours. 

OpK Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord. 

Ham. So long? Nay, then, let the devil wear black, 
for I'll have a suit of sables. heavens ! die two mouths 
ago, and not forgotten yet? Then there 's hoi)e a great 
man's memory may outlive his life half a year : but, by'r 
lady, he must build churches, then ; or else shall he suffer 
not thinking on, with the hobby-horse, whose epitaph is, 
For^ Of /or, 0, the hobhy -horse iaforgoL 

Trumpets sound. The dumb show enters. 

Enter a King and a Queen, very lovingly; the Queen em- 
bra^ng him and 1i£ her. She kneels, and makes show of 
protestation unto him. He takes her up, and declines hia 
head upon her neck: lays him down upon a hank of flowers: 
shje, seeing him asleep, leaves him. Anon com/es in a fellow^ 
takes off his crovm, kvises it, and pours poison in tfte 
King's ears, and exit. Tlie Queen returns; flnds tlie 
King dead, and makes passionate action. 7' fie Poisoner, 
with some two or three Mutes, comes in again, seeming to 
lament with her. The dead body is carried auxiy, Tlve 
Poisoner 7vooes the Queen with gifts: she seems loth and 
unwilling awhile, but in live end accepts his love. [JiJxewUn^ 

Oph. What means this, my lord? 

I Jam, Marry, this is miching mallecho; it means mis- 
chief 
Oph. Belike this show imports the argument of the 
play. 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We shall know by this fellow : the players cannot 
keep counsel ; they'll tell all. 

Oph. Will he tell us what this show meant? 

Ham. Ay, or any show that you'll show him: l)e not 
you ashamed to show, he'll not shame to tell you what it 
UKsans. 

Oph You ai-e naught, you are naught: Pll mark the 
play. 

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy, 

Here stooping to your clem^ency. 
We beg your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ringt 
VOL. VL T 
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OpK 'Tis brief, my lord. 
Uarn. As woman's love. 

Enter a King and a Queen. 

P, King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus* cart gone 
round 
Neptune's salt wash and Tellus* orbed ground, 
And thirty dozen moons with borrow'd sheen 
About the world have times twelve thirties been. 
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Unite commutual in most sacred bands. 

P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun and moon 
Make us again count o'er ere love be done! 
But, woe is me, you are so sick of late. 
So far from cheer and from your former state. 
That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust. 
Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must : 
For women's fear and love holds quantity; 
In neither aught, or in extremity. 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know : 
And as my love is siz'd, my fear is so : 
Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear ; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 

P. King. Faith, I must leave thee, love, and shortly 
too; 
My operant powers their functions leave to do : 
And thou shalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, beloVd ; and haply one as kind 
For husband shalt thou, — 

P. Queen. 0, confound the rest I 

Such love must needs be treason in my breast : 
In second husband let me be accurst! 
None wed the second but who kill'd the first. 

Ham. [cwtde.] Wormwood, wormwood. 

P. Queen. The instances that second marriage move 
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love : 
A second time I kill my husband dead 
When second husband kisses me in bed. 

P. King. 1 do believe you think what now you speak; 
But what we do determine oft we break. 
Purpose is but the slave to memory ; 
Of violent birth, but poor validity : 
Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree; 
But fall unshaken when they mellow be. 
Most necessary 'tis that we forget 
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To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt : 

What to ourselves in passion we propose, 

The passion endin^^, doth the jmrpose lose. 

The violence of either grief or joy 

Their own enactures with themselves destroy; 

Where joy most revels grief doth most lament; 

Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 

This world is not for aye ; nor 'tis not strange 

That even our loves should with our fortunes change; 

For 'tis a question left us yet to prove 

Whether love lead fortune or else fortime love. 

The great man down, you mark his favourite flies; 

The poor advanc'd makes friends of enemies. 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend : 

For who not needs shall never lack a friend ; 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try. 

Directly seasons him his enemy. 

But, orderly to end where I begun, — 

Our wills and fates do so contrary run 

That our devices still are overthrown ; 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own : 

So think thou wilt no second husband wed ; 

But die thy thoughts when thy first lord is dead. 

P. Queen. Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven light! 
SiK)rt and re|)ose lock from me day and night 1 
To desj>eration turn my trust and hope! 
An anchor's cheer in prison be my scope! 
Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy, 
Meet what I would have well, and it destroy ! 
Both here and hence, pursue me lasting strife, 
If, once a widow, ever I be wife ! 

Ham, If she should break it now I [To Ophelia. 

P. King. 'Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me here 
awhile ; 
My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleej). [S'eepa. 

P. Queen, Sleep rock thy brain. 

And never come mischance between us twain 1 [ExiL 

Ham, Madam, how like you this play ? 
Queen. The lady })rotests too much, methinks. 
Ham, 0, but she'll keep her word. 
King. Have you heard the argument! Is there no 
offence in't ? 
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JIam. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest; no 
oflf§nce r the world. 

King. What do you call the play? 

}Iam. The Mouse-trap. Marry, how? Tropically. This 
play is the image of a murder done in Vienna : Gonzacro is 
the duke's name ; his wife, Baptista : you shall see anon ; 
*tis a knavish piece of work : but what o' that ? your ma- 
jesty, and we that have free souls, it touches ua not : let 
the galled jade wince, our withers are unwruug. 

Enter Lucianus. 

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

Oph. You are a good chorus, my lord. 

Ilam. I could interpret between you and your love, if 
I could see the puppets dallying. 

Oph, You are keen, my lord, you are keen. 

Ham. It would cost you a groaning to take off my edge. 

Oph. Still better, and worse. 

Ham. So you must take your husbands. — Begin, mur- 
derer; pox, leave thy damnable faces and begin. Come: — 
Tlie croaking raven doth bellow /or revenge, 

Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time 
agreeing ; 
Confederate season, else no creature seeing ; 
Tliou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected. 
With Hecate's ban thrice blasted, thrice infected. 
Thy natural ma^c and dire property 
On wholesome life usurp immediately. 

[Pours the poison into the sleeper^ s ears. 

Ham. He poisons him i' the garden for 's estate. His 
name's Gonzago: the story is extant, and writ in choice 
Italian : you shall see anon how the murderer gets the love 
of Gonzago's wife. 
Oph. The king rises. 
Ilam. WTiat, frighted with false fire ! 
Queen. How fares my lord ? 
Pol. Give o'er the play. 
King. Give me some fight : — away! 
All. Lights, lights, lights! 

[Exetint all hit Hah. and Hor, 
Ham, Why, let the strucken deer go weep. 
The hart ungalled play ; 
For some must watch, while some must sleep : 
So runs the world away. — 
Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers, — if the rest 
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of my fortunes turn Turk with me, — with two Provencial 
ro8es on my razed shoes, get me a fellowship in a ciy ol 
players, sir? 
Hor. Half a share. 
Hwm, A whole one, I. 

For thou dost know, O Damon dear. 

This realm dismantled was 
Of Jove himself; and now reigns here 
A very, very — pajock. 
Hot, You might have rhymed. 

Ham, good Horatio, I'll take the ghost's word for a 
thousand pound. Didst perceive ? 
Hor. Very well, my lord. 
Ham, Upon the talk of the poisoning, — 
Hor. I did very well note him. 

Ham. Ah, ha! — Come, some music! come, the re- 
corders ! — 

For if the king like not the comedy. 
Why, then, belike, — he likes it not, |X5rdy. 
Come, some music I 

Re-enter Rosencrantz a^id Guildenstern. 

GuU. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with you. 

Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

GuU. The king, sir, — 

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him ? 

GuU. Is, in his retirement, marvellous distempered. 

Ham. With drink, sir ? 

GuU. No, my lord, rather with choler. 

Ham. Your wisdom shordd show itself more richer to 
signify this to his doctor; for, for me to put him to his 
purgation would perhaps plunge him into far more choler. 

(JuiL Good my lord, put your discourse into some txame, 
and start not so wildly ttom my atfair. 

Ham. T am tame, sir : — ^pronoimce. 

GuU. The queen, your mother, in most great affliction of 
spirit, hath sent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome, 

CfuU. l:fa.yy good my lord, this courtesy is not of the 
right breed. If it shaJl please you to make me a wholesome 
answer, I will do your mother's commandment; if not, 
your pardon and my return shall be the end of my business. 

Ham^ Sir, I cannot. 

GuU. What, my lord ? 

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer ; my wit 's diseased : 
but, sir, such answer as I can make, you shall command j 
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or, rather, as yon say, my mother : therefore no more, but 
to the matter: my mother, you say, — 

Ro8. Then thus she says: your behaviour hath struck 
her into amazement and admiration. 

Harn. O wonderful son, that can so astonish a mother! 
— ^But is there no sequel at the heels of this mother's 
admiration? 

Ro8. She desires to speak with you in her closet ere you 
go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our mother. 
Have you any further trade with us? 

Ro8, My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham, So I do still, by these pickers and stealers. 

Eos. Good my lord, what is your cause of distemper? 
you do, surely, bar the door upon your own liberty if you 
deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham^ Sir, I lack advancement. 

Eos. How can that be, when you have the voice of the 
king himself for your succession in Denmark ? 

Ham. Ay, but While the grass grows, — the proverb is 
something musty. 

Re-enter the Players, with Recorders. 

0, the recorders: — lot me see one. — To withdraw with 
you: — why do you go about to recover the wind of me, 
as if you would drive me into a toil ? 

GuiL 0, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love is 
too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that. Will you play 
upon this pipe ? 

GuU. My lord, I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guil, Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do beseech you. 

Guil. I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham. 'Tis as easy as lying : govern these ventages with 
your finger and thumb, give it breath with your mouth, 
and it will discourse most eloquent music. Look you, 
these arc the stops. 

Guil. But these cannot I command to any utterance of 
harmony ; I have not the skill. 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing you 
make of me ! You would play upon me ; you would seem 
to know my stops; you would pluck out the heart of my 
mystery ; you would sound me from my lowest note to the 
top of my compass: and there is much music, excellejit 
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voice, in this little organ ; yet cannot you make it speak. 
'Sblood, do you think that I am easier to be played on 
than a pipe? Call me what instrument you will, though 
you can fret me you cannot play upon me. 

Enier Polonius. 

God bless you, sir ! 

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with you, and 
presently. 

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud that 's almost in shape of 
A camel ? 

Pol. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel indeed. 

Ham. Methinks it is like a weasel. 

PoL It is backed like a weaseL 

Ham. Or like a whale ? 

PoL Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by. — ^They 
fool me to the top of my bent. — I will come by and by. 

Pol. I will say so. 

Ham. By and by is easily said. [Exit Polonius.] — ^Leave 
me, friends. [Exeunt Ros., Guil., Hor., and Players. 

'Tis now the very witchuig time of night, 
Whea churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out 
Contagion to this world : now could I drink hot blood, 
And do such bitter business as the day 
Would quake to look on. Soft ! now to my mother. — 

heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural ; 

1 will speak daggers to her, but use hone ; 
My tongue and soul in this be hypocrit-es, — 
How in my words soever she be shent. 

To give them seals never, my soul, consent I [EacU, 



SCENE m.— ^ Ro(ym in tlie Castle. 

Enter Kino, Rosencrantz, and Guildhnstern. 

King. I like him not ; nor stands it safe with us 
To let his madness range. Therefore prepare you ; 
I your commission will forthwith despatcn. 
And he to England shall along with you : 
The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so dangerous as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunacies. , 

GvM, We will ourselves provide: 
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Most holy and religious fear it is 

To keep those many many bodies safe 

That live and feed upon your majesty. 

Ros. The single and peculiar life is bound, 
With all the strength and armour of the mind. 
To keep itself from 'noyance ; but much more 
That spirit upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone ; but like a gulf doth draw 
What 's near it with it : it is a massy wheel, 
Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount, 
To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 
Are mortis'd and adjoin'd ; which, when it falls, 
Each small anoexment, petty consequence. 
Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 

King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy voyage; 
For we will fetters i)ut upon this fear, 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Eos, and SuU, We will haste us. 

[Exeunt Ros. and 01711* . 

Enter Polonifs. 

PoL My lord, he 's going to his mother's closet : 
Behind the arras 1*11 convey myself 
To hear the process; I'll warrant she'll tax him home: 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 
'Tis meet that some more audience than a mother, 
Since nature makes them partial, should o'erhear, 
The speech, of vantage. Fare you well, my liege : 
I'll call upon you ere you go to bed. 
And tell you what I know. 

King. Thanks, dear my lord. 

[Exit POLONHJai 

O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 

It hath the primal eldest curse upon't, — 

A brother's murder ! — Pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as sharp as will : 

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent ; 

And, like a man to double business bound, 

I stand in pause where I shall first begin. 

And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 

Were thicker than itself with brother's blood, — 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet hejivens 

To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy 

But to confront the visage of offence? 



80KNE III. HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 281 

And what 's in prayer but this twofold force, — 

To be forestalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon'd being down ? Then 1 11 look up ; 

My fault is past. But, 0, what form of prayer 

Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder! — 

That cannot be ; since I am still possess'd 

Of those effects for which I did the murder, — 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 

May one be pardon'd and retain the offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world 

Offence's ^ded hand may shove by justice ; 

And oft 'tis seen the wicked prize itself 

Buys out the law : but 'tis not so above ; 

There is no shuffling, — there the action lies 

In his true nature ; and we ourselves compcH'd, 

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

To give in evidence. What then ? what rests ? 

Try what repentance can : what can it not ? 

Yet what can it when one can not repent ? 

wretched state ! bosom black as death! 

O limed soul, that, struggling to be free. 

Art more engag'd ! Help, angels! make assay: 

Bow, stubborn knees ; and, heart, with strings of steel, 

Be soft as sinews of the new-bom babe! 

All may be welL [EeHrea and kneela, 

Enter Hamlet. 

Hem, Now might I do it pat, now he is praying; 
And now I'll do't ; — and so he goes to heaven ; 
And so am I reveng'd : —that would be scann'd : 
A villain kills my father ; and lor that, 
I, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

0, this is hire and salary, not revenge. 
He took my father grossly, full of bread ; 
With all his crimes broad lalown, as llush as May; 
And how his audit stands who knows save heaven! 
But in our circumstance and course of thought 
'I'is heavy with him : and am I, then, reveng'd. 
To take him in the purging of his soul. 
When he is fit and season'd for his passage ? 
No. 

Up, sword; and know thou a more horrid hent: 
When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rai^e ; 
Or in the incestuous pleasure of his bed ; 
At gaming, swearing ; or about some act 
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That has no relish of salvation in't ; — 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven ; 
And that his soul may be as damn'd and black 
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays : 
fliis physic but prolongs thy sickly daj'^s. [Exit 

[The King rises and advances. 
King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below : 
Words without thoughts never to heaven go. [Exit 



SCENE TV.—AnotlterRoom in the Castle, 

Enter Queen and Polonius. 

Pol. He will come straight. Look you lay home to him: 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with. 
And that your grace hath screen'd and stood between 
Much heat and him. I'll silence me e'en here. 
Pray you, be round with him. 

Ham. [within.'\ Mother, mother, mother! 

Queen. I'll warrant you ; 

Fear me not : — withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[Polonius goes behind the arras. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now, mother, what 's the matter? 

Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 

Queen. Come, come, you answer with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 

Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet ! 

Ham. What 's the matter now ? 

Queen. Have you forgot me ? 

Ham. No, by the rood, not so : 

You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife; 
And, — would it were not so ! — ^you are my mother. 

Queen. Nay, then, I'll set those to you that can speak. 

Ham. Come, come, and sit you down; you shall not 
budge ; 
You go not till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 

Queen. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murder me? — 
Help, help, ho! 

Pol. [behind.'] What, ho! help, help, help! 

Ham. How now! a rat? [Draws, 

Dead, for a ducat, dead! [Makes apa^s through the arrau 

Pol. [behind.] O, I am slain! [FaUs, and dies. 
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Queen, O me, wliat hast thou done ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not : 

Is it the king? [Draws forth FoLomus, 

Queen. 0, what a rash and bloody deed is this! 

I/nm. A bloody d^ed ! — almost as bad, good mother, 
As kill a king and marry with his brother. 

Qiieen. As kill a king ! 

Bam. Ay, lady, 'twas my word. — 

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell! 

[To POLONIUS. 

I took thee for thy better : take thy fortune ; 

Thou find'st to be too busy is some danger. — 

Jjeave wringing of your hands : peace ; sit you down, 

And let me wring your heart : for so I shall, 

If it be made of penetrable stuflF; 

If damned custom have not braz'd it so 

That it is proof and bulwark against sense. 

Queen. What have I done, that thou dar'st wag thjf 
tongue 
In noise so rude against me ? 

Ham. Such an act 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty; 
Calls virtue hypocrite ; takes off the rose 
From the fail* forehead of an innocent love. 
And sets a bhster there ; makes marriage-vows 
As false as dicers' oaths : 0, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very soul, and sweet religion makes -^ 
A rhapsody of words : heaveirs face doth glow; 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass, 
With tristful visage, as against the doom. 
Is thought-sick at the act. 

Queen. Ah me, what act. 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index T^ 

J I am. Look here uj^on this picture and on this,— 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See what a grace was seated on this brow ; 
Hyi)erioii's curls; the front of Jove himself; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 
A station like the herald Mercury 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hiU; 
A combination and a form, indeed. 
Where every god did seem to set his seal, 
To give the world assurance of a man : 
This was. your husband. — Look you now, what follows t 
liere is your husband, like a milidew'd ear 
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Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ? 

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moor ? Ha ! have you eyes ? 

You cannot call it love ; for at your age 

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it 's humble, 

And waits upon the judgment : and what judgment 

Would step from this to this? Sense, sure, you have^ 

Else could you not have motion : but sure that sense 

Is apoplex'd : for madness would not err ; 

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er so thrall'd 

But it reserv'd some quantity of choice 

To serve in such a difference. What devil was't 

That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman-blind ? 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight. 

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all. 

Or but a sickly part of one true sense 

Could not so mope. 

O shame ! where is thy blush ? Rebellious hell, 

If thou canst mutine in a matron's bones. 

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 

And melt m her own fire : proclaim no shame 

When the compulsive ai*dour gives the charge, 

Since frost itself as actively doth bum, 

And reason panders wilL 

Queen. Hamlet, speak no more: 

Thou tum'st mine eyes into my very soul ; 
And there I see such black and grained spots 
As will not leave their tinct. 

Hain, Nay, but to live 

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed, 
Stew'd in corruption, honeying and making love 
Over the nasty sty, — 

Queen. 0, speak to me no more ; 

These words like daggers enter in mine ears ; 
No more, sweet Hanuet. 

Ham. A murderer and a viUain, 

A slave that is not twentieth part the tithe 
Of your precedent lord ; a vice of kings ; 
A. cutpurse of the empire and the rule, 
i'hat from a shelf the precious diadem stole, 
And put it in his pocket ! 

Qtieen. No more. 

Ham. A king of shreds and patches, — 

jSnter Ghost. 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wingi^ 



BC5KNE IV. HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 285 

You heavenly guards! — What would your graciouf 
figure? 

Queen, Alas, he 's mad ! 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to chide. 
That, laps'd in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command 
O, say! 

Ghost. Do not forget : this visitation 
Is but to whet thy jumost blunted purpose. 
But, look, amazement on thy mother sits : 
O, step between her and her fighting soul, — 
Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works, — 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you, lady? 

Queen. Alas, how is't with you. 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy. 
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse ? 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep ; 
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the {Jarm, 
Your bedded hair, hke life in excrements, 
Starts up and stands on end. O gentle son, 
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Hatn. Ou him, on him ! Look you, how pale he glares. 
His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to stones. 
Would make them capable. — Do not look upon me; 
Lest with this piteous action you convert 
My stern effects : then what I have to do 
Will want true colour; tears perchance for blood. 

Queen. To whom do you speak this ? 

Ham. Do you see nothing there? 

Queen. Nothing at all; yet all that is I see. 

Ham, Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Queen. No, nothing but ourselves. 

Ham. Why, look you there! look, how it steals away! 
My father, in his habit as he liv'd! 
Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal ! 

[Exit Ghost 

Queen. This is the very coinage of your bram : 
This bodiless creation ecstasy 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecstasy ! 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time. 
And makes as healthful music : it is not madness 
O^'hat I have utter'd : bring me to the test. 
And I the matter will re-word; which madness 
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Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, 
That not your trespass, but my madness speaks : 
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place, 
Whilst rank corruption, mining all within, 
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 
Repent what 's past ; avoid what is to come ; 
And do not spread the compost on the weeds. 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue ; 
For in the fatness of these pursy times 
Virtue itself of vice must pardon be^, 
Yea, curb and woo for leave to do him good. 

Queen, Hamlet, thou hast clefb my heart in twain* 

If am. 0, throw away the worser part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good-night : but go not to mine uncle's bed ; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 
That monster custom, who all sense doth eat, 
Of habits devil, is angel yet in this, — 
That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock or livery 
That aptly is put on. Refrain to-night ; 
And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy ; 
For use almost can change the stamp of nature. 
And either curb the devu, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good-night : 
And when you are desirous to be bless' d, 
I'll blessing beg of you. — For this same lord 

[Pointing to PoLONirs. 
I do repent : but Heaven hath pleas'd it so. 
To punish me with this, and this with me, 
That I must be their scourge and minister. 
I will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good-night. — 
I must be cruel only to be kind : 
Thus bad begins and worse remains behind. — 
One word more, good lady. 

Queen. What shall I do? 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do : 
Ijet the bloat king tempt you again to bed ; 
Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you his mouse ; 
And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses. 
Or paddling in your neck with his damn'd fingera, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out. 
That I essentially am not in madnefafl, 
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But mad in craft. 'Twere good you let him know; 

For who that 's but a queen, fajr, sober, wise, 

Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib. 

Such dear concemings hide? who would do so? 

No, in despite of sense and secrecy, 

Unpeg the basket on the house's top, 

Let the birds fly, and, like the famous ape, 

To try conclusions, in the basket creep. 

And break your own neck down. 

Queen. Be thou assur'd, if words be made of breath. 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Ham. I must to England; you know that? 

Queen. Alack, 

I had forgot : 'tis so concluded on. 

Ham. There 's letters seal'd : and my tw"o school-fellowa^ 
Whom I will trust as I will adders fang'd, — 
They bear the mandate ; they must sweep my way 
And marshal me to knavery. Let it work ; 
For 'tis the sport to have the en^eer 
Hoist with his own petard: andM) shall go hard 
But 1 will delve one yard below their mines. 
And blow them at the moon : 0, 'tis most sweet. 
When in one line two crafts directly meet. — 
This man shall set me packing : 
I'll lug the guts into the neighbour room. — 
Mother, good-night. — Indeed, this counsellor 
Is now most still, most secret, and most grave, 
Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you : — 
Good-night, mother. [Exeunt severally; Ham. draggingVoiM 



ACT lY. 

SCENE I. —A Room in the Castle. 

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern. 

King. There 's matter in these sighs, these profound 
heaves : 
You must translate : 'tis fit we understand them. 
Where is your son? 
Queen. Bestow this place on us a little while. 

[To Ros. and GuiL., whogoovJU 
Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-night I 
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King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet? 

Queen. Mad as the sea and wind, when both contend 
Wliich is the mightier : in his lawless tit, 
Behind the arras hearing something stir. 
He whips his rapier out, an<i ones, A rat, a rat! 
And, in this brainish apprehension, kills 
The unseen good old man. 

King, () heavy deed! 

It had been so with us had we been there : 
His liberty is full of threats to all ; 
To you yourself, to us, to every one. 
Alas, how shall this bloody daed be answered? 
It will be laid to us, whose providence 
Should have kept short, restrained, and out of harmt 
This mad young man : but so much was our love. 
We would not understand what was most lit ; 
But, like the owner of a foul disease. 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone? 

Qiieen. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd : 
O'er whom his very madness, like some ore 
Among a mineral of metals base. 
Shows itself ])ure ; he weeps for what is done. 

Khuf. Gertrude, come away! 
The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch 
But we will ship him hence : and this vile deed 
We must, with all our majesty and skill, 
Both countenance and excuse. — Ho, Guildenstem! 

lie-enter Rosencrantz and G ctildenstern. 

Friends both, go join you with some farther aid : 
Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain, 
Aud from his mother's closet hath he dragg'd him : 
Go seek hira out ; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 

[Exeunt Ros. and Gnu 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest friends ; 
And let them know both what we mean to do 
And what 's untimely done : so haply slander, — 
Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter, 
As level as the cannon to his blank. 
Transports his poison'd shot, — may miss our name, 
And hit the woundless air. — 0, come away I 
My soul is full of discord and ^may. [ExeunL 
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SCENE IL— Another Boom in tJie CaaOe, 

Enter Ramlbt, 

Ham, Sofoly stowed. 

Bos, and GuiL [within.] Hamlet! Lord Hamlet ! 
Ham. What noise? who calls on Hamlet? O, here they 
come. 

Enier Rosekcrantz and Guildenstern. 

Bos. What have you done, my lord, with the dead body? 

Ham, Compounded it with dust, whereto 'tis kin. 

Bos. TeU us where 'tis, that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the chapd. 

Ham. Do not believe il 

Bos. Believe what? 

Ham. That I can keep your counsel, and not mine own. 
Besides, to be demand^ of a sponge! — what replication 
should be made by the son of a kmg? 

Bos. Take you me for a sponge, my lord? 

Ham. Ay, sir; that soalis up the king's countenance, 
his rewards, his authorities. But such omcers do the king 
best service in the end: he keeps them, like am ape, in 
the comer of his jaw ; first mouthed, to be last swallowed : 
when he needs what you have gleaned, it is but squeezing 
you, and, sponge, you shall be &y again. 

Bos. I understand you not, my lora. 

Ham. I am glad of it : a knavish speech sleeps in a 
foolish ear. 

Bos. My lord, you must tell us where the body is, and 
go with us to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king is not 
^ith the body. The king is a thing, — 

GuU. A tblne, my lord! 

Ham, Of noUiing : bring me to him. Hide fox, and all 
after. [ExtunL 



SCENE m.— Another Boom in the Castle. 

Enter Kino, aJUended. 

King. I have sent to seek him, and to find the body. 
How dangerous is it that this man goes loose! 
Yet must not we put the strons law on him : 
He 's lov'd of the distracted multitude. 
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes; 

VOL. VL U 
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And where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is weigh 'd. 
But never the offence. To bear all smooth and even, 
This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : diseases desperate grown 
By desperate appliance are reliev'd, 
Or not at all. 

Enter Rosencrantz. 

How now! what hath befallen? 

Ro8. Where the dead body is bestow' d, my lord. 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he? 

Ro8. Without, my lord ; guarded, to know your pleasure. 

King. Bring hun before us. 

Ros, Ho, Guildenstem! bring in my lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern, 

King. Now, Hamlet, where 's Polonius ? 

Ham. At supper. 

King. At supper! where? 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten : a certain 
convocation of politic worms are e'en at him. Your worm 
is your only emperor for diet : we fat all creatures else to 
fat us, and we fat ourselves for maggots : your fat king and 
your lean beggar is but variable service, — ^two dishes, but 
to one table : that 's the end. 

King. Alas, alas! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath eat of a 
kinf(, and eat of the fish that hath fed of that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by this? 

Ham. Nothing but to show you how a king may go a 
progress through the guts of a beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius? 

Ham. In heaven ; send thither to see : if your messen- 

fer find him not there, seek him i' the other place yourself, 
^ut, indeed, if you hud him not within this month, you 
shall nose him as you go up the stairs into the lobby. 

King. Go seek him there. [ To some Attendants. 

Ham. He will stay till ye come. [Exeunt Attemlautii. 
King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial safety, — 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done, — must send thee lience 
With fiery quickness: therefore prepare thyself; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at heln, 
The associates tend, and everything is Dent 
For England. 
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Ham, For England! 

King, Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham, Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes. 

Ham. I see a cherub that sees them. — But, come; for 
England ! — Farewell, dear mother. 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother : father and mother is man and wife ; 
man and wife is one flesh; and so, my mother. — Come, for 
England! ^ [Exit, 

ICing. Follow him at foot ; tempt him with speed aboard; 
Delay it not ; I'll have him hence to-night : 
Away! for everything is seal'd and done 
That else leans on the afiair: pray you, make haste. 

[Exeunt Res. and Guil. 
And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught, — 
As my great power thereof may give thee sense, 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us, — thou mayst not coldly set 
Oui sovereign process ; which imports at full. 
By letters c6njuring to that effect. 
The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England ; 
For uke the hectic in my blood he rages, 
And thou must cure me : till I know 'tis done, 
Howe'er my haps, my joys will ne'er begin. [Exit, 



SCENE IV.— ^ Plain in Denmark, 

Enter Fortinbras, and Forces Tnarching, 

For. Go, captain, from me CTeet the Danish king; 
Tell him that, by his license, Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a promis'd march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 
If that his majesty would aught with us, 
We shall express our duty in his eye; 
And let him know so. 

Cap. I will do't, my lord. 

For, Gto softly on. [Exeunt For. and Forces. 

Enter Hamlet, Rosencbantz, Guilden stern, <(rc 

Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these? 

Gap. They are of Norway, sir. 

Ham. How purpos'd, sir, I pray you? 

Cap. Against some part of Poland. 
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Ham. Who commands them, sir? 

Cap, The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 

Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, sir, 
Or for some frontier? 

Cap. Truly to speak, and with no addition. 
We go to gain a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 
To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it ; 
Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker rate should it be sold in fee. 

Ham. Why, then the Polack never will defend it. 

Cap. Yes, it is already garrisoned. 

Ham. Two thousand souls and twenty thousand ducati 
Will not debate the question of this straw : 
This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace, 
That inward breaks, and shows no cause without 
Why the man dies. — I humbly thank you, sir. 

Cap. God b* wi* you, sir. [Exit» 

R08. Will't please you go, my lord? 

Ham^ 111 be with you straight. Go a little before. 

[Exeunt all biU HamlcKi 
How all occasions do inform against me, 
And spur my dull revenge! What is a man. 
If his chief good and market of his time 
Be but to sleep and feed? a beast, no more. 
Sure he that made us with such large discourse^ 
Ijooking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and godlike reason 
To fust in us unus'd. Now, whether it bo 
Bestial oblivion or some craven scruple 
Of thinking too precisely on the event, — 
A thought which, quartered, hath but one part wisdom 
And ever three parts coward, — I do not know 
Why yet I live to say. This thing'* a to do; 
Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and means 
To do't. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me : 
Witness this army, of such mass and charge, 
Led by a delicate and tender prince ; 
Whose spirit, with divine ambition pufif'd. 
Makes mouths at the invisible event ; 
Exposing what is mortal and unsure 
To ah t&t fortune, death, and danger dare, 
Even for an egg-sheU. Rightly to be great 
Is not to stir without great argument. 
But greatly to find quarrel in a straw 
When honour *8 at the stake. How stand I, then, 
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That liave a father kill'd, a mother staiu'd. 

Excitements of my reason and my blood. 

And let all sleep? while, to my shame, I see 

The imminent death of twenty thousand men, 

That, for a fantasy and trick of fame. 

Go to their graves like beds ; fight for a plot 

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause. 

Which is not tomb enough and continent 

To hide the slain? — O, m)m this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worUiI [ExU, 



SCENE V.->Elsinore. A Roam in the CastU. 

Enter Queen and Horatio. 

Queen, I will not speak with her. 

Hor. She is importunate ; indeed, distract : 
Her mood will needs be pitied. 

Queen, What would she have? 

ilor. She speaks much of her father; says she hears 
There's tricks i'the world; and hems, and beats her heart} 
Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt, 
Tnat carry but half sense : her speech is nothing, 
Yet the unishaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection ; they aim at it. 
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; 
Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures yield them, 
Indeed would make one think there might be thought. 
Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 
'Twere good she were spoken with ; for she may strew 
Dangerous conjectures m ill-breeding minds. 

Queen. Let her come in. [Exit Horatio. 

To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is. 
Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss : 
So full of artless jealousy is guilt. 
It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. 

Re-enter Horatio wUh Ophelia. 

Oph, Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark? 
Queen, How now, Ophelia ! 

OpK Hciw should I your true love know [Singg. 

From another one? 
By his cockle hat and staff. 
And his sandal shoon. 

Queen, Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song? 
Oph, Say you? nay, pray you, mark. 
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He is dead and gone, lady, [Sings, 

He is dead and gone ; 
At his head a grass green turf, 

At his heels a stone. 

Queen, Nay, but, Ophelia, — 

Opfi, Pray you, mark. 

White his shroud as the mountain snow, [S-ngs. 

Enter Kino. 

Queen, Alas, look here, my lord. 

Ophm LarJed with sweet flowers ; [Sing§^ 

Which bewept to the grave did go 
With true-love showers. 

King. How do you, pretty lady? 

Oph. Well, God dild you ! They say the owl was a baker's 
daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know not what 
we may be. God be at your table! 

King, Conceit upon her father. 

Oph, Pray you, let 's have no words of this ; but when 
they ask you what it means, say you this : 

To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day, [Singt. 

All in the morning betime, 
And I a maid at your window. 

To be your Valeutine. 

Then up he rose, and donn'd his clothes. 

And uupp'd the chamber-door ; 
Let in the maid, that out a maid 

Never departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia ! 

Oph, Indeed, la, without an oath, PU make an end on*t : 

By Qis and by Saint Charity, iSinga. 

Alack, and fle for shame ! 
Young men will do't, if they come to*t ; 

J3y cock, they are to blama 

Quoth she, before you tumbled me. 

You promis'd nie to wed. 
So would 1 ha' done, by yonder sun. 

An thou hadst not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath she been thus? 

Oph. I hope all will be well. We must be patient : but 
I caimot choose but weep, to think they should lay him i* 
the cold ground. My brother shall know of it : and so I 
tliank you for your good counsel. — Come, my coach! — Good- 
night, ladies; good-night, sweet ladies; good-night, good- 
night. [Ej!>U. 

King, Follow her close ; give her good watch, I pray you. 

[Exit HoRATia 
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O, this is the poison of deep grief ; it springs 

All from her father's death. O Gertrude, Gertrude, 

When sorrows come, they come not single spies. 

But in battalias ! First, her father slain : 

Next, your son gone; and he most violent author 

Of his own just remove : the people muddied. 

Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and whispers 

For good Polonius' death ; and we have done but greenly 

In hugger-mugger to inter him : poor Ophelia 

Dividea from nerself and her fair judgment, 

Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts : 

Last, and as much containing as all these, 

Her brother is in secret come from France ; 

Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds. 

And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 

With pestilent speeches of his father*s death; 

Wherein necessity, of matter beggar' d. 

Will nothing stick our person to arraign 

In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 

Like to a murdering piece, in many places 

Gives me superfluous death. [A noise within. 

Queen, Alack, what noise is this ? 

King. Where are my Switzers ? let them guard the door. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

What is the matter ? 

Oent. Save yourself, my lord : 

The ocean, overpeering of his list. 
Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, 
O'erbears your oflScers. The rabble call him lord; 
And, as the world were now but to begin. 
Antiquity forgot, custom not known. 
The ratitiers and props of every word. 
They cry. Choose we; Laertes shall be king/ 
Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes shall he king^ La^ertes king! 

(^ueen. How cheerfully on the false trail they ciy! 
O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs ! 

King. The doors are broke. [Noise within. 

Enter Laertes, armed; "D&nes/oUoioing. 

Laer. Where is this king? — Sirs, stand you all without. 

Danes. No, let 's come in. 

Laer. I pray you, give me leave. 
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Dalies. We will, we wilL iTIiey retire without the door. 
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Laer. I thank yon : — ^keep the door. — thou vile king. 
Give me my fjather ! 

Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blo<^ that 's calm proclaims mo 
Cries cnckold to my father ; brands the harlot [bastard ; 
Even here, between the chaste onsmirched brow 
Of my tme mother. 

King, What is the cause, Laertes, 
That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ? — 
Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our persons 
There 's such divinity doth hed^ a king, 
That treason can but peep to what it would. 
Acts little of his wilL — Tell me, Laertes, 
Why thou art thus incens'd. — Let him go, Gertrude: — 
Speak, man. 

Laer, Where is my father? 

King, Dead. 

Qtieen. But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fiU. 

Laer. How came he dead? 1*11 not be juggled with: 
To hell, allegiance! vows, to the blackest devil! 
Conscience and grace, to the profoundest pit! 
I dare damnation : — ^to this point I stand, — 
That both the worlds I give to negligence. 
Let come what comes ; only I'll be reveng'd 
Most throughly for my fatner. 

King. Who shall stay yon? 

La£r, My will, not all the world : 
And for my means. Til husband them so well, 
Th^ shall go far with little. 

King, Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your revenge 
That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and foe^ 
Winner ana loser ? 

Laer, None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them, then I 

Laer, To his good friends thus wide I'll ope my arms ; 
And, like the kmd life-reudering pelican. 
Repast them with my blood. 

King, Why, now you speak 

like a good child and a true gentleman. 
That I am guiltless of your father's deaths 
And am most sensible m grief for it, 
It shall as level to your judgment pieroe 
As day does to your eye. 
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Danes, \wUhm.'] Let her come in. 

LcuT. How now ! what noise is that ? 

Re-enter Ophelia, fantastically dressed with straws and 

flowers, 

O heat, dry np my brains! tears seven times salt, 
Bnm out the sense and virtue of mine eye!— ^ 
By heaven, thy madness shall be paid by weight. 
Till our scale tarn the beanL O rose of May ! 
Bear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia! — 
O heavens! is-'t possible a young maid's witi 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life ? 
Nature is fine in love; and where 'tis fine 
It sends some precious instance of itself 
After the thing it loves. 

OpK They bore him barefac'd on the hier; {8ing% 

Hey no nonny, nonny, hey roiiny ; 
And on his grave raiii'd many a tear,— 

Fare you well, my dove ! 

Laer, Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade revcn^^o, 
It could not move thus. 

Oph, You must sing, Doton a-daum, an you caU him 
a-donm-a. 0, how the wheel becomes it! It is the false 
steward, that stole his master's daughter. 

La/iT, This nothing 's more than matter. 

Oph. There's rosemary, that's for remembrance; ]»ray, 
love, remember : and there is pansies, that 's for thoughts. 

Laer, A document in madness, — thoughts and rciiicuj- 
brance fitted. 

Oph, There 's fennel for you, and columbines : — ^thero '• 
rue for you ; and here 's some for me : — we may call it berb- 
crace o* Sundays : — O, you must wear your rue with a 
difference. — There 's a daisy: — I would give you some vio- 
lets, but they withered all when my father dieid : — they say, 
he made a good end, — 

For bonny sweet Robin is all my Joy,— [Sings, 

La£r, Thought and affliction, })assion, hell itself 
She turns to favour and to prettiness. 

OpK And will he not come afi^afn? \Sings, 

And will he not come again! 

No, no, he is dead. 

Go to thy death-bed. 
He never will come aipda. 
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His beard was as white as snow. 
All flaxen was his poll : 

He is gone, he is gone. 

And we cast awajj moan : 
God ha' mercy on his soul ! 

And of all Christian souls, I pray God. — God b' wi* ye. 

Laer, Do you see this, O God? 

King. Laertes, I must commune with your grief^ 
Or vou deny me right. Go but apart. 
Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will, 
And they shall hear and judge *t\(dxt you and me: 
If by direct or by coUateral hand 
They find us touch' d, we will our kingdom give, 
Our crown, our life, and all that we c^ ours, 
To you in satisfaction ; but if not. 
Be you content to lend your patience to us. 
And we shall jointly labour with your soul 
fo give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be so ; 

His means of death, his obscure burial- 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment o'er his bones, 
No noble rite nor formal ostentation, — 
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth. 
That I must call't in question. 

King. So you shall ; 

And where the offence is, let the great axe JEalL 
I pray you, go with me. [Exeunt, 



SCENE Yl.— Another Boom in the Castle. 

Enter Horatio and a Servant. 

Hor. What are they that would speak with me? 

Serv, Sailors, sir : they say they have letters for you. 

Hor. Let them come in. — [Exit Servant. 

I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. 

Enter Sailors. 

1 Sail. God bless you, sir. 

If or. Let hiiu bless thee too. 

I Sail. He shall, sir, an't please him. There *s a letter 
for you, sir ; it comes from the ambassador that was bound 
for England ; if your name be Horatio, as I am let to know 
it is. 
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i/br. [reads.] Horatio^ when thou ftltalt have overlooked 
thiSf give these fellows some means to tlie king: they have 
letters for him. Ere we were two days old at sea, a pirate 
of very ivarlike appointment gave us chase. Finding ourselves 
too slow of sail, we put on a compelled valour; and in the 
grapple I boarded them: on the instant tJiey got clear of 
our ship; so I alone became their prisoner. They have dealt 
with we like thieves of mercy: but they knew what they did; 
I am to do a good turn for them. Let the king Imve tlie 
letters I have sent ; and repair thou to me vnth as much haste 
as thou wouldst fly death. I have words to speak in thine 
ear will make th^e dumb; yet are they mtich too light for 
the bore of the matter. These good fellows will bring thee 
where I am. Rostncrantz and Ouildenstern hold their course 
for England: of them T have much to tell thee. Farewell. 
He tliat thou knowest thine, Hamlet. 

Come, I will give you way for these your letters ; 
And do't the speedier, that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought them. [ExeunL 



SCENE Yll.— Another Room in the Castle. 

Enter King and Laertes. 

King. Now must your conscience my acquittance seal. 
And you must put me in your heart for friend, 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he which hath your noble &ther slain 
Pursu'd my life. 

Laer. It well appears : — but tell me 

Why you proceeded not against these feats. 
So crimeful and so capital in nature. 
As by your safety, wisdom, all things else, 
You mainly were stirr'd up. 

King. 0, for two special reasons; 

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much unsinew'd. 
But yet to me they are strong. The queen his mother 
Lives almost by his looks ; and for myself, — 
My virtue or my plague, be it either which, — 
She's so conjunctive to my life and soul. 
That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other motive, 
Why to a public count I might not go, 
Is the great love the generalgender bear him ; 
Who, dipping all his faults in their affection. 
Would, tike the spring that tumeth wood to stonfl^ 
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Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows, 
Too slightly timbered for so loud a wino, 
Would have reverted to my bow again. 
And not where I had aim'd them. 

Laer. And so have I a noble father lost ; 
A sister driven into desperate terms, — 
Whose worth, if praises may go back again. 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections : — but my revenge will come. 

King. Break not your sleeps for that : you must not think 
That we are made of stuff so flat and dull 
That we can let our beard be shook with danger, 
And think it pastim& You shortly shall hear more : 
I lov'd your father, and we love ourself ; 
And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine,— 

Enter a Messenger. 

How now I what news? 

Mt89, Letters, my lord, from Hamlet: 

This to your majesty; this to the queen. 

King, FromHanuet! Who brought them? 

Mesa, Sailors, my lord, they say ; I saw them not: 
They were given me by Glaudio, — he received them 
Of mm that brought tnem. 

King, Laertes, you shall hear them. — 

Leave us. {Exit Messenger. 

[Reads.] High and mighty, — You shall know 1 am S't 
naked on your kingdom. To-morrow shaU I beg leave to 
see your kingly eyes: when 1 shall, first asking your pardon 
thereunto, recount the occasions oj my sudden and more 
strange return, Hamlet. 

What should this mean ? Are all the rest come back? 
Or is it some abuse, and no such thing? 

La£r, Know you the hand? 

King, 'Tis Hamlef s character: — NaJced^-^ 

And in a postscript here, he says, aUme, 
Can you aiivise me? 

La^r, I am lost in it, my lord. But let him come; 
It warms the very sickness in my heart. 
That I shall live, and tell him to his teeth. 
Thus diddest thou. 

King. If it be so, Laertes, — 

As how should it be so? how otherwise?— 
Will you be rul'd by me? 

Laer. Ay, my lord; 

So you will not o'errule me to a peaoOi 
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King. To thine own x)eace. If he be now returned, — 
As checking at his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, — I will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device. 
Under the which he shall not choose but fall : 
And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe ; 
But even his mother shall uncharge the practice, 
And call it accident. 

Laer. My lord, I will be rul'd; 

The rather if yon could devise it so 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right. 

You have been talked of since your travel much. 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality 
Wherein they say you shine : your sum of parts 
Bid not together pluck such envy ^m him 
As did that one ; aad that, in my regard. 
Of the unworthiest sieg& 

Laer, What part is that, my lord? 

King, A very riband in the cap of youth. 
Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that it wears 
Than settled aee his sables and his weeds, 
Importing health and graveness. — ^Two months since^ 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy, — 
I've seen myself^ and serv'd against, the French, 
And they can well on horseback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in't ; he grew unto his seat ; 
And to such wondrous doing brought his horse, 
As he had been incorps'd and demi-natur'd 
With the brave beast : so far he topp'd my thought, 
That I, in forgery of shapes and tncks, 
Come short of what he did. 

Laer, A Norman was^t? 

King. A Norman. 

Laer, Upon my life, Lamond. 

King, The very same. 

La>er, I know him well : he is the brooch, indeed. 
And gem of all the nation. 

King. He made confession of you ; 
And gave you such a masterly report 
For art and exercise in your defence. 
And for your rapier most especially. 
That he cried out, 'twould oe a sight indeed 
If one could match you : the scrimers of their nation 
Ue swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye^ 
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If you oppos*d them. Sir, this report of his 

Jjid Hamlet so envenom with his envy, 

Tliat he could nothing do but wish and beg 

Your sudden commg o'er, to i)lay with him. 

Now, out of this, — 

Laer, What out of this, my lord? 

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you? 

Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 

A face without a heart? 

Laer. Why ask you this? 

King. Not that T think you did not love your father ; 

But that I know love is begun by time; 

And that I see, in passages of proof. 

Time Qualifies the spark and fire of it. 

There lives within tne very flame of love 

A kind of wick or snuff that will abate it ; 

And nothing is at a like goodness still ; 

For goodness, growing to a pleurisy, 

Dies in his own too much : that we would do 

We should do when we would ; for this would changes. 

And hath abatements and delays as many 

As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents ; 

And then this should is like a spendthrift si^h 

That hurts by easing. But to the quick o' the ulcer : — 
Hamlet comes back : what would you undertake 

To show yourself your father's sou in deed 
More than in words? 

Laer, To cut his throat i' the church. 

King, No place, indeed, should murder sanctuari/e; 
Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes, 
WiU you do this, keep close within your chamber. 
Hamlet retum'd shall know you are come home : 
We'll put on those shall praise your excellence. 
And set a double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you ; bring you, in fine, together, 
And wager on your heads : he, being remiss. 
Most generous, and free from all contriving, 
Will not peruse the foils ; so that, with ease, 
Or with a little shufllin^, you may choose 
A sword unbated, and, in a pass of practice. 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will do't : 

And, for that purpose, I'll anoint my sword 
I bought an unction of a mountebank. 
So mortal that but dip a knife in it, 
Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare. 
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Collected from all simples that iiave virtue 
Under the moon, can save the thing from death 
That is but scratch'd withal : I'll touch my point 
With this contagion, that, if I gall him slightly. 
It may be death. 

King. Let *s further think of this ; 

Weigh what convenience both of time and means 
May fit us to our shape : if this should fail, 
And that our drift look through our bad performance^ 
'Twere better not assay'd : therefore this project 
Should have a back or second, that might hold 
If this should blast in proof. Soft! — let me see; — 
We'll make a solemn wager on your cunnings, — 
I ha't : 

When in your motion you are hot and dry, — 
As make your bouts more violent to that end, — 
And that he calls for drink, I'll have prepar'd him 
A chalice for the nonce ; whereon but sipping. 
If he by chance esca])e your venom'd stucK, 
Our purpose may hold there. 

Enter Queen. 

How now, sweet queen! 

Qiieen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
So fast they follow : — your sister *a drown' d, Laeiies. 

Lner. Drown'd! 0, where? 

Queen. There is a willow grows aslant a brook, 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
There with fantastic garlands did she come 
Of crowflowers, nettles, daisies, and long purjJes, 
That liberal shej)herds give a grosser name. 
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them: 
There, on the pendant boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke; 
When down her weedy trophies and herself 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread \i ide; 
And, mermaid -like, awhile they bore her up : 
Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes ; 
As one incapable of her own distress. 
Or like a creature native and indu'd 
TTnto that element : but long it could not be 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
PiillM the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Loer, Alas, then, she is droMm'd? 

Queen, Drown'd, drowu'd. 
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Laer, Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore 1 forbid my tears : but yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds, 
Let shame say what it will : when these are gone^ 
The woman will be out. — ^Adieu, my lord : 
I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze. 
But that this foUy douts it. [Eodi, 

King, Let's follow, Gertrude; 

How much I had to do to calm his rage! 
Now fear I this will give it start again; 
Therefore let *b follow. [SheeuMt, 



ACT V. 

SCENE L— ^ Churchyard. 

Enter two Clowns with spades, Ac 

1 Clo. Is she to be buried in Christian burial that wil- 
fully seeks her own salvation? 

2 Clo, I tell thee she is; and therefore make her grave 
Btraiffht : the crowner hath sat on her, and finds it Christian 
buriu. 

1 Clo, How can that be, unless she drowned herself in 
her own defence? 

2 Clo, Why, 'tis found so. 

1 Ch, It must be se offendendo; it cannot be else. For 
here lies the point : if I drown myself wittingly, it argues 
au act : and an act hath three branches ; it is to act, to do, 
and to perform : argal, she drowned herself wittingly. 

2 Clo, Nay, but hear you, goodman delver, — 

1 Clo, Give me leave. Here lies the water; good: here 
stands the man; ^ood: if the man go to this water and 
drown himself, it is, will he, nill he, he goes, — mark you 
that: but if the water come to him and drown him, he 
drowns not himself: argal, he that is not guilty of his own 
death shortens not his own life. 

2 Clo. But is this law? 

1 Clo. Ay, marry, is't ; crowner's quest law. 

2Clo, Will you ka' the truth on' t? If this had not been 
a gentlewoman she should have been buried out of Christian 
buriaL 

1 Clo. Why, there thou say'st : and the more pity that 
great folk should have countenance in this world to drown 
or hang themselves more than their even Christian. — Comei 



SCENE I. HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 305 

my spade. There is no ancient gentlemen but gardeners, 
ditchers, and grave-makers : they hold up Adam's profession. 
2 do. Was he a gentleman? 

1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms. 

2 Clo, Why, he had none. 

1 Clo. What, art a heathen? How dost thou understand 
the Scripture? The Scripture says, Adam digged : could he 
dig without arms? I'll put another question to thee: if 
thou answerest me not to the purpose, confess thyself, — 

2 Clo. Go to. 

1 Gh, What is he that builds stronger than either the 
mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter? 

2 Clo. The gallows-maker; for that frame outlives a 
thousand tenants. 

1 Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith: the gallows 
does well ; but how does it well? it does well to those that 
do ill : now thou dost ill to say the gallows is built stronger 
than the church : argal, the gallows may do well to thee. 
To't again, come. 

2 Clo, Who builds stronger than a mason, a shipwright, 
or a carpenter? 

1 Clo, Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 

2 Clo, Marry, now 1 can telL 

1 Clo. To't. 

2 Clo, Mass, I cannot telL 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a distance. 

1 Clo, Cudgel thy brains no more about it, for your dull 
ass will not mend his pace with beating ; and when j'^ou are 
asked this question next, say a grave-maker ; the houses 
that he makes last till doomsday. Go, get thee to Yau^han ; 
fetch me a stoup of liquor. [Exit Second Clown. 

In youth, when I did love, did love, [Dfgs and iingg, 

Methouglit it was very sweet. 
To contract, O, the time, for, ali, my behove, 

0, niethought, there was nothing meet. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business, that he 
sings at ffrave-making? 

Ffor. Custom hath made it in him a property of easiness. 

Ham. 'Tis e'en so : the hand of little employment hath 
the daintier sense. 

1 Clo, But nffe, with his stealing steps, [Sings. 

Hath claw'd me in his clutch. 
And hath shipp'd me intil the land. 
As if 1 had never been such. 

[Throws up a skulL 
Ham, That skull had a tongue in it, and could sing once : 
VOL. VL X 
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how the knave jowls it to the groTtnd, as if it were Oaiii'a 
jawbone, that did the first murder! This might be the 
pate of a politician, which this ass now overreaches; one 
that would circnmyent God, might it not? 

Jlor. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Or of a courtier; which could say, Chod-morrow^ 
tweet lord! How dost thoUy good lord? This might be my 
lord such-a-one, that praised my lord such-a-one's hctrse, 
when he meant to beg it, — ^might it not? 

Hot, Ay, my lord. 

Harn, Why, e*en so : and now my Lady Worm's ; chapless, 

and knocked about the mazard with a sexton's spade: 

here 's fine revolution, an we had the trick to see't. Did 

these bones cost no more the breeding but to play at loggats 

with 'em? mine ache to think on't. 

1 Clo, A pick- axe and a spade, a spade. [ffingw. 

For and a shroudinjr sheet : 
O, a pit of clay for to be made 
Por such a guest is meet. 

[Throws wp another shtdL 

Ham. There's another: whjr may not that be the skuU 
of a lawyer? Where be his quiddits now, his, quillets, his 
oases, his tenures, and his tncks? why does he suffer this 
rude knave now to knock him about the sconce with a 
dirty shovel, and will not tell him of his action of battery ? 
Hum! This fellow might be in's time a great buyer of 
land, with his statutes, his recognizances, his fines, his 
double vouchers, his recoveries: is this the fine of bis 
fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to have his fine 
pate full of fine dirt? will his vouchers vouch him no more 
of his purchases, and double ones too, than the length and 
breadth of a pair of indentures? The very conveyances of 
his lands will hardly lie in this box; and must the in- 
heritor himself have no more, ha? 

HoTi. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham, Is not parchment made of sheep-skins? 

Hot, Ay, my lord, and of calf-skins too. 

Ham. They are sheep and calves which seek out assurance 
in that. I will speak to this fellow. — ^Whose grave 's this, 
sir? 

1 Clo. Mine, sir. — 

O, a pit of clay for to be made {Singt. 

For such a guest is meet 

Ham, I think it be thine indeed ; for thou liest in't. 
1 Clo. You lie out on't, sir, and therefore it is not yours ; 
for my part, I do not lie in't, and yet it is mine. 
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Ham. Thou dost lie in't, to be in't, and say it is thine : 
'tisLfor the dead, not for the quick ; therefore thou liest. 

1 Clo. *Tis a quick lie, sir; 'twill away again from me to yon. 

Ham, What man dost thou dig it for? 

1 Clo, For no man, sir. 

Ham, What woman, then? 

1 Clo, For none, neither. 

Ham, Who is to be buried in't? 

1 Clo, One that was a woman, sir; but, rest her soul, 
she 's dead. 

Ham, How absolute the knave is ! we must speak by the 
card, or equivocation will undo us. By the Lord, Horatio, 
these three years I have taken note of it ; the age is grown 
so picked that the toe of the peasant comes so near the heel 
of the courtier, he galls his kibe. — How long hast thou been 
a grave-maker? 

1 Clo. Of all the days i* the 3'ear, T came to*t that day 
that our last King Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 

Ham, How long is that since? 

1 Clo, Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell that: it 
was the very day that young Hamlet was born, — he tliat is 
mad, and sent into England. 

Ha/m, Ay, marry, why was he sent into England? 

1 Clo. Why, because he was mad: he shall recover his 
wits there ; or, if he do not, it 's no great matter there: 

Ham^ Why? 

1 Clo. 'Twill not be seen in him there ; there the men are 
as mad as he. 

Ham.. How came he mad? 

1 CU>. Very strangely, they say. 

Ham.. How strangely? 

1 CU>. Faith, e'en with losing his wita. 

Ham.. Upon what ground? 

1 Clo, WTiy, here in Denmark : I have been sexton here, 
man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham.. How long will a man lie i' the earth ere he rot? 

1 Clo, Faith, if he be not rotten before he die, — as we 
have many pocky corses now-a-days, that will scarce hold 
the laying in, — ne will last you some eight year or nine 
year : a tanner will last you nine year. 

Ham,, Why he more than another? 

1 Clo, Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his trade that 
he will keep out water a great while ; and your water is a 
Bore decayer of your whoreson dead body. Here 's a skull 
now ; this skull has lain in the eiurth three-and-twenty years. 

Ham.. Whose was it? 
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1 Clo. A whoreson mad fellow's it was : whose do yon 
tliink it was? 

Ham, Nay, I know not. 

1 Clo, A pestilence on him for a mad rogue ! 'a poured a 
flagon of Rhenish on my head once. This same skull, air, 
was Yorick's skull, the king's jester. 

HaTTU This? 

1 Clo. E'en that. 

Ham. Let me see. [Takes th^ahiU.'] — Alas, poor Yorick ! 
— I knew him, Horatio ; a fellow of infinite jest, of most 
excellent fancy : he hath borne me on his back a thousand 
times ; and now, how abhorred in my imagination it is ! my 
gorge rises at it Here hung those lips that I have kissed J 
Know not how oft. Where be your ^bes now? your gambols \ 
your songs? your flashes of mernment, that were wont to 
set the table on a roar? Not one now, to mock your own 
grinning? quite chap-fallen? Now get you to my lady's 
chamber, and tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to this 
favour she must come ; make her laugh at that. — Pr'ythee, 
Horatio, tell me one thing. . 

Hot. What's that, my lord? 

Ham, Dost thou think Alexander looked o' this fashion 
i' the earth. 

Hor, E'en so. 

Ham, And smelt so? pah! [Throws down the shulL 

Hor, E'en so, my lord. 

Ham, To what base uses we may return, Horatio! Why 
may not imagination trace the noble dust of Alexander tiU 
he And it stopping a bung-hole? 

Hor. 'Twere to consider too curiously to consider so. 

Ham. No, faith, not a jot ; but to follow him thither with 
modesty enough, and likelihood to lead it : as thus ; Alex- 
ander £ed, Alexander was buried, Alexander retumeth into 
dust ; the dust is earth ; of earth we make loam ; and why 
of that loam whereto he was converted might they not stop 
a beer-barrel? 

Imx)erious Cassar, dead and tum'd to clay, 
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 
0, that that earth which kept the world in awe 
Should i)atch a wall to expel the winter's flaw! — 
But soft! but soft! aside. — Here comes the king. 

Enter Priests, <fec., in procession; the Corpse o/* Ophelia, 
Laertes and Mourners foUoioing; Kiko, Queen, iiieir 
Trains, iSsc 

The queen, the courtiers : who is that they follow? 
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And with such maimed rites? This doth betoken 

The corse they follow did with desperate hand 

Fordo its own life : 'twas of some estata 

Couch we awhile and mark. [Betiring with Hon. 

Laer. What ceremony else? 

Ham, That is Laertes, 

A very noble youth : mark. 

Laer. What ceremony else? 

1 Priest. Her obsequies have been as far enlarg'd 
As we have warrantise : her death was doubtful ; 
And, but that great command o'ersways the order, 
She should in ground unsanctified have lodg'd 
Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers, 
Shards, flints, and pebbles, should be thrown on her ; 
Yet here she is allowed her virgin rites, 
Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and buriaL 

Laer. Must there no more be done? 

1 Pi-ieat. No more be done< 

We should profane the service of the dead 
To sing a requiem^ and such rest to her 
As to peace-parted souls. 

Laer. Lay her i' the earth ; — 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring ! — I tell thee, churlish priest, 
A ministering angel shall my sister be 
\Vhen thou best howling. 

Ham, What, the fair Ophelia! 

Qtieen. Sweets to the sweet : farewell I 

[Scatterinfj flowers, 
I hop'd thou shouldst have been my Hamlet's wife ; 
I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet maid. 
And not have strew' d thy grave. 

La^r. 0, treble woe 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head 
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Deprived thee of! — Hold off the earth awhile. 
Till I have caught her once more in mine arms : 

[Leaps into the grave. 
Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead. 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made. 
To o'er-top old Pelion or the skyish head 
Of blue Olympus. 

Ham, [advancing, "l What is he whose grief 
Bears such an emphasis? whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wandering stars, and makes them stand 
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like wonder-wounded hearers? this is I, 

Hamlet the Dane. [Leaps into the gruve, 

Laer. The devil take thy soul! 

[Grappling with hivn^ 

Ham, Thou pray'st not welL 
I pr'y thee, take thy fingers from my throat ; 
For, though I am not splenetive and rash, 
Yet have I something in me dangerous, 
Which let thy wiseness fear : away thy hand. 

King, Pluck them asunder. 

Qiteen. Hamlet I Hamlet! 

All, Gentlemen, — 

Hot, Good my lord, be quiet. 

[The Attendants part them, and thcg 
come ovi of the grave. 

Ham, Why, I will fight with him upon this theme 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 



Queen, O my son, what theme? 
Ham. iWdOpl 



)helia ; forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love. 
Make up my sum. — ^What wilt thou do for her? 

King, O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Qiieen, For love of God, forbear him. 

Ham. *Swounds, show me what thou*lt do : 
Woul't weep? woul't fight? woul't fast? woul't tear thyself? 
WouPt drink up eisel? eat a crocodile? 
I'll do't. — Dost thou come here to whine? 
To outface me with leaping in her grave? 
Be buried quick with her, and so will I : 
And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us, till our ground. 
Singeing his pate against the burning zone, 
Make Ossa like a wart! Nay, an thou'lt mouth, 
I'll rant as well as thou. 

Queen. This is mere madness : 

And thus awhile the fit will work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove. 
When that her golden couplets are disclos'd. 
His silence will sit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you, sir; 

What is the reason that you use me thus? 
I lov'd you ever : but it is no matter ; 
Let Hercules himself do what he may. 
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [Exit 

King, I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him. — 

[Exit HOKATIO. 
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Strengthen your patience in oui* last night's speech ; 

[To Laebtes. 
We'll put the matter to the present push. — 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. — 
This grave shall have a Hvins monument : 
An hour of quiet shortly shaU we see ; 
1111 then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt, 



SCENE IL— ^ Hall in the CaaUe. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham, So much for this, sir : now let me see the other; 
YovL do remember all the circumstance? 

Hor. Remember it, my lord! 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me sleep : methought I lay 
Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rashly, 
And prais'd be rashness for it, — let us know, 
Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well. 
When our deep plots do fail : and that should teach us 
There 's a divinity that shapes our ends. 
Rough-hew them how we wilL 

Hor, That is most certain. 

Ham. Up from my cabin. 
My sea-gown scarf 'd about me, in the dark 
Gro])'d 1 to find out them : had my desire ; 
Fingei^'d their packet ; and, in fine, withdrew 
To mine own room again : making so bold. 
My fears forgetting manners, to unseal 
Their grand commission ; where I found, Horatio^ 
O roysQ knavery! an exact command, — 
Larded with many several sorts of reasons, 
Importing Denmark's health and England's too. 
With, ho ! such bugs and goblins in my life, — 
Tliat, on the supervise, no leisui'e bated. 
No, not to stay the grinding of the axe. 
My head should be struck off. 

Hor. Is't possible? 

Ham, Here *s the commission : read it at more leisures 
But wilt thou hear me how I did proceed? 

Hor. 1 beseech you. 

Ham^ Being thus benetted round with viUanies,— 
Ere I could make a prologue to my brains. 
They had begun the play, — I sat me down; 
Devis'd a new commission; wrote it fairi 
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I once did hold it, as our statists do," 
A baseness to write fair, and laboured much 
How to forget that learning ; but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman's service. Wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote? 

Ilor, Ay, good my lord. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king, — 
As England was his faithful tributary ; 
As love between them like the palm might flourish ; 
As peace should still her wheaten garland wear. 
Ana stand a comma 'tween their amities ; 
And many such like as's of great charge, — 
That, on the view and know of these contents. 
Without debatement further, more or less. 
He should the bearers put to sudden death, 
Not shriving-time allow'd. 

Hor. How was this sealM? 

JIam. Why, even in that was heaven ordinaut. 
I had my father's signet in my purse, 
Which was the model of that Danish seal : 
Folded the writ up in form of the other ; 
Subscrib'd it; gave't the impression; plac'd it safely, 
The changeling never known. Now, the next day 
Was our sea-iight ; and what to this was sequent 
Thou knoVst already. 

Hor. So Guildenstem and Rosencrantz go to't. 

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this employ* 
ment; 
They are not near my conscience ; their defeat 
Does by their own insinuation grow : 
*Tis dangerous when the baser nature comes 
Between the pass and fell incensed jwints 
Of mighty opposites. 

Hor. Why, what a king is tliis! 

Ham. Does it not, think'st thee, stand me now upon,— 
He that hath kill'd my kin^ and whor'd ray mother ; 
Popp'd in between the election and my hopes ; 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life. 
And with such cozenage, — is't not perfect conscience 
To quit him with this arm? and is't not to be damn'd. 
To let this canker of our nature come 
In further evil? 

Hor. It must be shortly known to him from Enorland 
What is the issue of the business there. 

Ham. It will be short : the interim is mine; 
And a man's life 's no more than to say One. 
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But I am very sorry, good H ratio, 
That to Laertes I forgot myself ; 
For by the image of my cause I see 
The portraiture of his : I'll court his favours : 
But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 
Hor. Peace ; who comes here? 

Enter OsRic. 

Osr. Your lordship is right welcome back to Denmark. 

Ham, I humbly thank you, sir. — Dost know this water-fly? 

Hor, No, my good lord. 

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious ; for 'tis a vice to 
know him. He hath much land, and fertile : let a beast be 
lord of beasts, and his crib shall stand at the king's mess : 
'tis a chough; but, as I say, spacious in the possession of 
dirt. 

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at leisure, I should 
impart a thing to you from his majesty. 

Ham. I will receive it with all diligence of spirit. Put 
your bonnet to his right use ; 'tis for the head. 

Osr. I thank your lordship, 'tis very hot. 

Ha/m. No, believe me, 'tis very cold ; the wind is north* 
erly. 

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 

Ham, Methinks it is very sultry and hot for my com- 
plexion. 

Osr. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sultry, — as 'twere, 
— I cannot tell h?^. — But, my lord, his majesty bade me 
signify to you thavhe has laid a great wager on your head. 
Sir, this is the matter, — 

Ham, I beseech you, remember, — 

[Hamlet moves him to put on his hat. 

Osr. Nay, in good faith ; for mine ease, in good faith. 
Sir, here is newly come to court Laertes ; believe me, an 
absolute gentleman, full of most excellent differences, of 
very soft society and great showing : indeed, to speak feel- 
ingly of him, he is the card or calendar of gentry, for you 
shall find in him the continent of what part a geutleman 
would see. 

Ham^ Sir, his definement suffers no perdition in you ; — 
though, I know, to divide him inventorially would dizzy 
the arithmetic of memory, and it but yaw neither, in 
respect of his quick saiL But, in the verity of extolment, 
I take him to be a soul of great article ; and his infusion 
of such dearth and rareness as, to make true diction of 
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him, his semblable is his mirror ; and who else would trace 
him, his umbrage, nothing more. 

Osr, Your loniship speaks most infalUbly of him. 

Ham, The concemancy, sir? why do we wrap the gentle- 
man in our more rawer breath? 

Ofn\ Sir? 

Hor. Is't not possible to understand in another tongue} 
You will do't, sir, really. 

Ilain. Wliat imports the nomination of this gentleman? 

Osr. Of Laertes? 

Hor, His purse is empty already ; all *s golden words are 
spent. 

Ham, Of him, sir. 

Onr, I know, vou are not ignorant, — 

Ham, I would you did, sir ; yet, in faith, if you did, it 
would not much approve me. — Well, sir. 

Oi^, You are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes ia, — 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should compare with 
him in excellence; but to know a man well were to know 
himself. 

Oar. I mean, sir, for his weapon ; but in the imputation 
laid on him by them, in his meed he's unfellowed. 

Ham. What's his weapon? 

Oar, Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. Tnat 's two of his weapons : but, welL 

OsT. The king, sir, hath wagered with him six Barbary 
horses: against the which he has imponed, as I take 
it, six French rapiers and poniards, witn their assigns, as 
girdle, hangers, and so : three of the carrj^ges, in faith, are 
very dear to fancy, very responsive to th,. hilts, most deli- 
cate carriages, and of very liberal conceit. 

Hain, What call you the carriages? 

Hor. I knew you must be edified by the margent ere 
you had done. 

Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrase would be more german to the matter 
if we could carry cannon by our sides : I would it might 
be hangers till then. But, on : six Barbary horses against 
six French swords, their assigns, and three Hber^ con- 
ceited carriages; that's the French bet against the Danish: 
why is this imponed^ as you call it? 

Oar. The km^, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen passes 
between you and him he shall not exceed you three hits : 
he hath laid on twelve for nine; and it would come to 
immediate trial if your lordship would vouchsafe the 
answer. 
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Ham. How if I answer no? 

Ofsr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your jierson in 
trial. 

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall : if it please his 
majesty, it is the breathing time of day with me : let the 
foils be brought, the gentleman willing, and the king hold 
his purpose, I will win for him if I can; if not, I wifl gain 
nothing but my shame and the odd hits. 

Osr, Shall I re-deliver you e'en so? 

Ham, To this effect, sir: after what flourish your nature 
will. 

Osr, I conmiend my duty to your lordship. 

Ham, Yours, yours. [.Srii OsRic] — He does well to com- 
mend it himself; there are no tongues else for's turn. 

Hot, This lapwing runs away with the shell on his head. 

Ham. He did comply with his dug before he sucked it 
Thus has he, — and many more of the same bevy, that I know 
the drossy age dotes on, — only got the tune of the time, 
and outward nabit of encounter ; a kind of yesty collection, 
which carries them through and through the most fanned 
and winnowed opinions; and do but blow them to their 
thai, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord, My lord, his majesty commended him to you by 
yoimg Osric, who brings back to him that you attend him in 
the hall : he sends to know if your pleasure hold to play 
with Laertes, or that you will tik» longer time. 

Ham. I am constant to my purposes ; they follow the 
king's pleasure : if his fitness speaks, mine is ready ; now or 
whensoever, provided I be so able as now. 

Lord. The king and queen and all are coming down. 

Ham. Li happy time. 

Lord, The queen desires you to use some gentle entertain- 
ment to Laertes before you fall to play. 

Ham. She well instructs me. [Ekdt Lord. 

Ilor. You will lose this wager, my lord. 

Ham. I do not think so ; since he went into France I 
have been in continual practice ; I shall win at the odds. 
But thou wouldst not think how ill all's here about my 
heart : but it is no matter. 

Hot, Nay, good my lord, — 

Ham. It IS but foolery ; but it is such a kind of gain-giving 
as would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hot, If^your mind dislike anything, obey it : I will fore- 
stall their repair hither, and say you are not fit. 
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Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury: there's a special 
providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it be now, 'tis not to 
come ; if it be not to come, it will be now ; if it be not now, 
yet it will come: the readiness is all: since no man has 
aught of what he leaves, what is't to leave betimes? 

Enter Euro, Queen, Laertes, Lords, Osric, and 
Attendants wUhfoUa, d:c. 

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
[The KiNGjpwte Laertes's harul into Hamlet's. 

Ham, Give me your pardon, sir : I have done you wrong : 
But pardon't, as you are a gentleman. 
This presence knows, and you must needs have heard. 
How I am punish'd with sore distraction. 
What I have done, 

That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness. 
Wast Hamlet wrong'd Laertes? Never Hamlet: 
If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away. 
And when he 's not himself does wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet demes it. 
Who does it, then? His madness: if't be so, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd ; 
His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy. 
Sir, in this audience, 
Let my disclaiming from a purpos'd evil 
Free me so far in your most generous thoughts 
That I have shot mine arrow o'er the house 
And hurt my brother. 

Laer, I am satisfied in nature, 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour 
I stand aloof ; and will no reconcilement 
Till by some elder masters of known honour 
I have a voice and precedent of peace 
To keep my name UDgor'd. But till that time 
I do receive your oflfer'd love like love. 
And will not wrong it. 

Ham. ^ I embrace it freely ; 

And will this brother's wager frankly play. — 
Give us the foils ; come on. 

Laer, Come, one for me. 

Ham. I'll be your foil, Laertes ; in mine ignorance 
Your skill shall, like a star i' the darkest night, 
Stick fiery oflF indeed. 

La£r, You mock mc, sir. 
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Ham, No, by this hand. 

King. Give them the foils, yoiiDg Osric Cousin Haiulet^ 
You know the wager? 

Ham. Very well, my lord ; 

Your grace hath laid the odds o' the weaker side. 

King, I do not fear it ; I have seen you both ; 
But since he 's better' d, we have therefore odds. 

Lojer, This is too heavy, let me see another. 

Uam, This likes me welL These foils have all a length? 

\T1iey prepare to play, 

Osr. Ay, my good lord. 

King, Set me the stoups of wine upon that table,— 
If Hamlet give the first or second hit, 
Or quit in answer of the third exchange. 
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire ; 
The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath ; 
And in the cup an union shall he throw. 
Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn. Give me the cups ; 
And let the kettle to the trumpet speak. 
The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 
The cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth. 
Now fJie king drinks to Hamlet. — Come, begin;— 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

Ham, Come on, sir. 

Laer, Come, my lord. [They play. 

Ham, One. 

Laer, No. 

Ham, Judgment. 

Osr, A hit, a very palpable hit 

La^r. Well ; — again. 

King. Stay, give me drink. — Hamlet, this pearl is thine; 
Here 's to thy health. — 

[Trumpets sound, and cannon shot offvoithin. 
Give him the cup. 

Ham, I'll play this bout first; set it by awhile. — 
Come. — ^Another hit ; what say you? [They play, 

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

King. Our son shall win. 

Qiieen. He *s fat, and scant of breath. — 

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows : 
The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good madam! 

King, Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen. I will, my lord ; I pray you, jtardon me. 

King, [aside,] It is the poison'd cup; it is too late. 
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Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam; by and by. 

Queen. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer, My lord, I'll hit him now. 

King. I do not think't. 

Laer. [oMde ] And yet 'tis almost 'gainst my conscience. 

Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes : you but dally ; 
I pray you, pass with your best violence : 
1 am af card you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you so? come on. [Tliey play. 

Osr. Nothing, neither way. 

La>er. Have at you now! 

[Laeb. wouTida Ham. ; then, in scuffling^ tJiey change 
rapiers, and Ham. wounds Laer. 

King. Part them ; they are incens'd. 

Ham. Nay, come, again. [The Queen /oZ^ 

Osr, Look to the queen there, ho ! 

Hor. They bleed on both sides. — How is it, my lord? 

Osr. How is' t, Laertes? 

Ltier. Why, as a woodcock to mine own springe, Osric ; 
I am justly kill'd with mine own treachery. 

Ham. How does the queen? 

King. She swoons to see them bleed. 

Qtteen. No, no, the drink, the drink, — Omy dear Hamlet, — 
The drink, the drink! — I am poison'd. [Dies, 

Ham. O villany ! — Ho! let the door be lockM : 
Treacheiy ! seek it out. [Laertes yatt^ 

La£r. It is here, Hamlet: Hamlet, thou art slain; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good; 
In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 
Ihe treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated and envenom'd : the foul practice 
Hath tum'd itself on me ; lo, here I lie, 
Never to rise again : thy mother 's poison'd : 
I can no more : — the king, the king 's to blame. 

Ham. The point envenom'd too! — 
Then venom to thy work. [Stahs the Kino. 

Osr. and Lords. Treason ! treason ! 

King. O, yet defend me, friends ; I am but hurt 

Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murderous, damned Dane, 
Brink off this potion. — Is thy union here? 
Follow my mother. [Kino dies, 

Lajer. He is justly serv'd ; 
It is a poison temper'd by himself — 
Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet : 
Mine and my father's death come not upon thee, 
Nor thine on me \ [Z>iei. 
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Ham, Heaven make thee free of it! I follow tlie«i— 
I am dead, Horatio. — Wretched queen, adieu ! — 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes or audience to this act, 
Had I but time, — as this fell sergeant, death. 
Is strict in his arrest, — O, I could tell you, — 
But let it be. — Horatio, I am dead ; 
Thou liv'st ; report me and my cause aright 
To the imsatistied. 

Hor. Never believe it i 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane, — 
Here 's yet some liquor left 

Haw,. As thou*rt a man. 

Give me the cup; let go; by heaven, I'll have't. — 

good Horatio, what a wounded name. 

Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind me I 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart. 
Absent thee from felicity awhile. 
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain. 
To tell my story. — \March afar off and shot wU?iin» 

What warlike noise is this? 

Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come from Poland, 
To the ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 

Ham, 0, I die, Horatio ; 

The {)otent poison quite o'er-crows ray spirit : 

1 cannot live to hear the news from England ; 
But I do prophesy the election lights 

On Fortinbras : he has my dying voice ; 
So tell him, with the occurrents, more and less. 
Which have solicitecL — The rest is silence. \Dies, 

Hor. Now cracks anoble heart. — Good-night, sweet prince, 
And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest 1 
Why does the di^m come hither? [March withhk 

Enter Fortinbras, tJie English Ambassadors, and others, 

ForL Where is this sight? 

Hor, What is it you would see 

if aught of woe or wonder, cease your search. 

Fort. This quarr)' cries on havoc — proud death, 
Wliat feast is toward in thine eternal cell, 
That thou so many princes at a shot 
So bloodily hast struck? 

1 Amb. The sight is dismal ; 

And our affairs from England come too late : 
The ears are s^iseless tluit should give us hearings 
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To tell him his commandment is fulfill'd, 
That Kosencrantz and Guildeustem are dead : 
Where should we have our thanks? 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 

Ifatl it the ability of life to thank you : 
He never gave conmiandment for their death. 
But since, so jump upon this bloody question. 
You from the Polack wars, and you from England, 
Are here arriv'd, give order that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view ; 
And let me speak to the yet unknowing world 
How these things came about : so shall you hear 
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts ; 
Of accidental jud^ents, casual slaughters ; 
Of deaths put on by cunning and forc'd cause; 
And. in this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall'n on the inventors' heads : all this can ^ 
Truly deliver. 

Fort Let us haste to hear it. 

And call the noblest to the audience. 
For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune : 
I have some rights of memory in this kingdom. 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me. 

Hor, Of that I shall have also cause .to speak. 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw on more i 
But let this same be presently perform' d. 
Even while men's minds are wild: lest more mischance 
On plcits and errors hapi)en. 

Fort, Let four captains 

Bear Hamlet like a soldier to the stage ; 
For he was likely, had he been put on, 
To have prov'd most royally : and, for his passage, 
Q'he soldier's music and the rites of war 
S])eak loudly for him. — 
Take up the bodies. — Such a sight as this 
Becomes the tield, but here shows much amiss. 
Go, bid the soldiers shoot. \_A dead marrli. 

[Exeunt^ bearing off the dead todies; c^ter which 
a peal of ordnance ia sliot off. 
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ACT L 

SCENE L— Venice. A Street, 

Enter Roderioo and Iago. 

Rod. Never tell me ; I take it mucli unkindly 
That tliou, Iago, who hast had my purse 
As if the strings were thine, shouldst know of thia,-^ 

Iago. *Sblood, but you will not hear me : — 
If ever I did dream of such a matter, 
Abhor me. 

Hod. Thou toldst me thou didst hold him in thy hate. 

Iago. Despise me if I do not. Three great ones of the 
city. 
In personal suit to make me his Heutenant, 
Cff-capp'd to him : — and, by the faith of man, 
I know my price, I am worth no worse a place :^ 
But he, as loving his own pride and purposes. 
Evades them, witli a bombast circumstance 
Horribly stulF'd with epithets of war : 
And, in conclusion, nonsuits 
My mediators; for, Certes, says he, 
/ Jiave already chose my officer. 
And what was he? 
Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 
One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 
A fellow almost damn'd in a £a.ir wife ; 
That never set a squadron in the field, 
Kor the division oi a battle knows 
More than a spinster ; unless the bookish theorio, 
Wherein the toged consuls can propose 
As masterly as ne: mere prattle, without practice. 
Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the election: 
And I, — of whom his eyes had seen the proof 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds. 
Christian and heath on, — must be bo-lee*d and calm*d 
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"By debitor and creditor, this connter-caster; 

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be. 

And I, God bless the mark ! his Moorship's ancient. 

Jtod, By heaven, I rather would have been his hangnuui. 

lago. Why, there 's no remedy ; 'tis the curse of serviceL 
Preferment goes by letter and affection. 
And not by old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself 
Whether I in any just term am afiin'd 
To love the Moor. 

Bod. I would not follow him, then. 

logo, 0, sir, content you ; 
I follow him to serve my turn upon him : 
We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly followed. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave 
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage. 
Wears out ms time, much like his master's asa, 
For naught but provender; and, when he 's old, oashier'd x 
Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are 
Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty. 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves ; 
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords, [coat% 
Bo well thrive by them, and when tbey have lin'd theii 
Do themselves homage : these fellowf* have some soul ; 
And such a one do I profess mysel£ 
For, sir. 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor I would not be laco: 
In following him I follow but myself; 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty. 
But seeming so for my peculiar end : 
For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
(n compliment extern, 'tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
Por daws to peck at : I am not what I am. 

Jiod. What a full fortune does the thick lips owe^ 
If he can carry't thus ! 

lago. Call up her father, 

Rouse him : — ^make after him, poison his delight, 
Troclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmen. 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell. 
Plague him with flies : though that his joy be joy^ 
Yet throw such changes of vexation on't 
Ab it may lose some colour. 
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Bod. Here is her father's house : FU call alond. 

logo. Do ; with like timorous accent and dire yell 
As when, by night and negligence, the lire 
Is spied in populous cities. 

JRod, What, ho, Brabantio! Siguier Brabantio, ho! 

lago. Awake! what, ho, Brabantio! thieves! thieves! 
thieves ! 
Ix)ok to your house, your daughter, and your bags! 
Thieves! thieves! 

Brabantio appears above at a tmndoto. 

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible summons? 
What is the matter there? 

Bod. Signior, is all your family within? 

lago. Are your doors locked? 

Bra, Why, wherefore ask you this? 

Jago. Zounds, sir, you're robb'd; for shame, put on your 
gown; 
Your hea^ is burst, you have lost half your soul ; 
Even now, now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise ; 
Awake the snorting citizens with the bell, 
Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you : 
Arise, I say. 

Bra, What, have you lost your wits? 

Bod, Most reverend signior, do you know my voice? 

Bra^ Not I ; what are you? 

Bod. My name is Boderigo. 

Bra, The worser welcome : 

I have chars'd thee not to haunt about my doors ; 
In honest phdnness thou hast heard me say 
M.^ daughter is not for thee ; and now, in madness. 
Being foil of supper and distempering draughts, 
Upon malicious bravery dost thou come 
To start my quiet. 

Bod, Sir, sir, sir, — 

Bra, But thou must needs be sure, 

My spirit and my place have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Bod, Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What tell'st thou me of robbing? this is Venice; 
^ly house is not a grange. 

Bod. Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

/ago. Zounds, sir, you are one of those that will not 
■erve God if the devil bid you. Because we come to do 
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you service, and you tliink we are ruffians, you'll hava 
your daughter covered with a Barbary horse ; you'll have 
your nephews neigh to you ; you'll have coursers for couaiiui 
aud gennets for germans. 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou? 

logo, I am one, sir, that comes to tell you your daughter 
and the Moor are now making the beast with two backs. 

Bra, Thou art a villain. 

logo. You are — a senator. 

Bra^ This thou shalt answer ; I know thee, Roderigo. 

Rod, Sir, I will answer anything. But I beseech yon. 
If 't be your pleasure and most wise consent,— 
As partly I fmd it is, — ^that your fair daughter, 
At this odd-even and dull watch o' the night, 
Transported with no worse nor better guard 
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier. 
To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor, — 
If this be known to you, and your allowance, 
We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs ; 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 
That, from the sense of all civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your reverence ! 
Your daughter, — if you have not given her leave, ^ 
I say again, hath made a gross revolt ; 
Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes 
111 an extravagant and wheeling stranger 
Of here and everywhere. Straight satisfy yourself: 
If she be in her chamber or your house 
Let loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, hoi 

Give me a taper! — call up all my people!— 
This accident is not unlike my dream : 
Belief of it oppresses me already. — 
Li,ijht, I say! light! [Exit from cibovem 

logo. Farewell .-. for I must leave you : 

It seems not meet nor wholesome to my place 
To be produc'd, — as if I stay I shall, — 
Against the Moor: for I do know the state, — 
However this may gall him with some check, — 
Cannot with safety cast him ; for he 's embark*d 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars, — 
Which even now stand in act, — ^tiiat, for their 80ul% 
Another of his fathom they have none 
To lead their business : in which regard, 
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Thou^rh I do hate him as I do hell pains, 

Yet, Jbr necessity of present life, 

I must show out a fla^ and si^n of love, 

Which is indeed but siffn. That you shall surely find him, 

liead to the Sadttary the raised search ; 

And there will I be with him. So, fsurewelL [Exit, 

SnterbeloWf Brabantio, and Servants with torches. 

Bra, It is too true an evil : gone she is ; 
And what's to come of my despised time 
Is naught but bitterness. — ^Now, Roderigo, 
Where didst thou see her? — O unhappy girl! — 
With the Moor, say'st thou ? — ^Who would be a father I 
How didst thou know 'twas she? — 0, she deceives me 
Past thought. — What said she to you? — Gret more tapera; 
Raise all my kindred. — Are they married, think you? 

Bod. Truly, I think they are. 

Bra,, heaven! — How got she out! — O treason of the 
blood!— 
Fathers, from hence trust not your daughter's minds 
By what you see them act. — ^Are there not charms 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abused? Have you not read, Roderigo, 
Of some such thing? 

Bod, Yes, sir, I have indeed. 

Bra, Call up my brother. — 0, would you had had herl— 
Some one way some another. — ^Do you ^ow 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor? 

Bod, I think I can discover him, if you please 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you, lead on- At every house I'll call; 
I may conmiand at most. — Get weapons, ho ! 
And raise some special o£&cers of night. — 
On, good Roderigo : — I'll deserve your pains. [Exeunt, 



SCENE IL— Venice. Another Street. 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Attendants with torches, 

logo. Tliough in the trade of war I have slain men. 
Yet do I hold it very stuflf o' the conscience 
To do no c6ntriv'd murder : I lack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me service : nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the ribfl^ 

Otiu 'Tis l>etter as it is. 

logo. Nay, bat he prated. 
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And spoke sncli scorvy and provoking terms 

Against your honour, 

Tnat, with the little godliness I have, 

I did full hard forbear him. But, I pra3r you, sir. 

Are you fast married? Be assured of this. 

That the magnifico is much beloved ; 

And hath, in his effect, a voice potential 

As double as the duke's : he will divorce you ; 

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 

The law, — with all his might to enforce it on,^ 

Will give him cable. 

OtK. Let him do his spite : 

My services which I have done the signiory 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tis yet to knc fr,— 
Which, when I know that boasting is an honou) 
I shall promulgate, — I fetch my lire and being 
From men of royal siege ; and my demerits 
May speak unbonneted to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reached : for know, lago^ 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 
I would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea's worth. But, look I what lights /jme yois^? 

logo. Those are the raised father and ms friends: 
You were best go in. 

0th, Not I; I must be found: 

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul 
Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they? 

logo. By Janus, i think no. 

Enter Cassio, and certain Officers vnth torches, 

0th, The servants of the duke and my lieutenant. — 
The goodness of the night upon you, friends! 
What is the news? 

Oaa, The duke does greet you, general ; 

And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance 
Even on the instant. 

0th, What is the matter, think you? 

Gas. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine : 
It is a business oi some heat : the galleys 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
This very night at one another's heels ; 
And many oi the consuls, rais'd and met. 
Are at the duke's already: you have been hotly oall*cl 

for; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found. 
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The senatQ hath sent about three several quests 
To search you out. 

OtK *Ti8 well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house, 
And go with you. \ExU. 

Cos. Ancient, what makes he here? 

logo. Faith, he to-night hath boarded a laud carack : 
If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. 

Cos, I do not understand. 

lago. He 's married. 

Cos. To who? 

Re-enter Othello. 

logo. Marry, to — Come, captain, will yougo? 
0th, Have with you. 

Cos. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 
lago. It is Brabantio. — General, be advis'd; 
He comes to bad intent. 

Enter Brabantio, Rodxrioo, and Officers voith torches and 

weapons, 

0th, Holla! stand there! 

Bod, Signior, it ia the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, thief! 

[They draw on both sides, 

lago. You, Eoderigo ! come, sir, I am for you. 

0th, Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will rust 
Good si^or, you shall more command with years [them.— 
Than with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou foul thief^ where hastthoustow'dmy daughter? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted her; 
For I'll refer me to all things of sense. 
If she in chains of magic were not bound. 
Whether a maid so tender, fair, and happy, 
So opposite to marriage that she shunn'd 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation. 
Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou, — to fear, not to delight. 
Judge me the world, if 'tis not gross in sense 
That thou hast practis'd on her with foul charms ; 
Abus'd her delicate youth with dru^ or minerals 
That weaken motion: — FU have't disputed on; 
*Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 
I therefore apprehend and do attach t£ee 
For on abuser of the world, a practiser 
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Of arts inliibited and out of warrant- 
Lay hold npon him : if he do resist, 
Subdue him at his peril. 

0th. Hold your hands, 

Both you of my inolining and the rest : 
Were it my cue to tight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter. — ^Where will you that I go 
To answer this your charge? 

Bra, To prison; till fit time 

Of law and course of direct session 
Call thee to answer. 

OtK What if I do obey? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied. 
Whose messengers are here about my side, 
Upon some present business of the state. 
To bring me to him. 

1 Off, *Tis true, most worthy signior; 

The duke 's in council, and your noble self^ 
I am sure, is sent for. 

Bra. How! the duke in council I 

In this time of the night! — Bring him away : 
Mine 's not an idle cause : the duke himself 
Or any of my brothers of the state. 
Cannot but feel this wrong as 'twere their own; 
For if such actions may have passage free. 
Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be. {BxeunL 



SCENE ni— -Venice. A CouncU-chamher. 

The Duke and Senators sitting at a table; Officers aiiending^ 

Duke. There is no composition in these news 
That gives them credit. 

1 Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion*d ; 
My letters say a hundred and seven galleys. 

Duke. And mine a hundred and forty. 

2 Sen. And mine two hundred : 
But though they jump not on a just account, — 

As in these cases, where the aim reports, 

*Tis oft with difference, — yet do they all confirm 

A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyi)rus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment : 
I do not so secure me in the error. 
But the main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 

S<Ulor, [wUhin.] What, ho ! what, ho! what, hoi 
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1 Ojfl A messenger from the galleys. 

Enter a Sailor. 

Duke. Now, — what's the business? 

SaiL The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes ; 
So was I bid report here to the state 
By Siffnior Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change? 

1 Sen. This cannot be^ 

By no assay of reason : 'tis a pageant 
To keep us in false gaze. When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ; 
And let ourselves again but understand 
That, as it more concerns the Turk than RT^odes, 
So may he with more facile question bear it, 
For that it stands not in such warlike brace, 
But altogether lacks the abilities 

That Rhodes is dress'd in : if we make thought of thia^ 
We must not think the Turk is so unskilful 
To leave that latest which concerns him first; 
Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain 
To wake and wage a danger profitless. 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he 's not for Rhodes. 

1 Off, Here is more news. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious. 
Steering with due course toward the ide of Rhodes, 
Have there injointed them with an after fleet. 

1 Sen. Ay, so I thought. — How many, as you guess? 

Mess. Of thirty sail : and now do they re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purposes toward Cyprus. — Siguier Montano, 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor. 
With his free duty recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. 'Tis certain, then, for Cyprus. — 
Marcus Luccicos, is not he in town? 

1 Sen. He 's now in Florence. 

Duke. Write from us to him ; post-post-haste despatcli. 

1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio aud the valiant Moor. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Iaoo, Rodekioo, and 

Officers. 

Duke, Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. — 
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I did not see yon ; welcome, gentle si^ior ; [To Brabaktiou 
We lack'd your counsel and your help to-night. 

Bra, So did I yours. Good your grace, pardon me; 
Neither my place, nor au^ht I heard of business. 
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the general care 
Take hold on me ; for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and overbearing nature 
That it englu& and swallows other sorrows, 
And it is still itsel£ 

Duke, Why, what 's the matter? 

Bra, My daughter! 0, my daughter! 

Duke and Senators, Dead? 

Bra, Ay, to me; 

She is abus*d, etoYn from me, and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks; 
For nature so preposterously to err, 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense, 
Sans witchcraft could not. 

Duke, Whoe'er he be that, in this foul proceeding, 
Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herseL^ 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter 
After your own sense; yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. 

Bra,, Humbly I thank your grace. 

J ere is the man, this Moor; whom now, it seems. 
Your special mandate for the state affairs 
Hath hither brought. 

Duke and Senator's. We are very sorry for^t. 

Duke, What, in your own part, can you say to this? 

[ToOtheua}, 

Bra, Nothing, but this is so. 

0th, Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors. 
My very noble and approved good masters, — 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is most true ; true, I have married her : 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath tins extent, no more. Kude am I in my speech. 
And Uttle bless'd with the soft phrase of peace ; 
For since these arms of mine had seven years' pith. 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have us'd 
Their dearest action in the tented field ; 
And little of this great world can 1 speak. 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause 
In speaking for mysell Y^, by your gracious patieiHM^ 
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I will a ronnd unvamisli'd tale deliver 

Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what charma, 

What conjuration, and what mighty magic, — 

For such proceeding I am charged withal, — 

I won his daughter. 

Bra. A maiden never bold : 

Of spirit so still and quiet that her motion 
Blush'd at herself; and she, — in spite of nature, 
Of years, of country, credit, everything, — 
To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on I 
It is a judgment maim'd and most imperfect 
That will confess perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven 
To lind out practices of cunning hell, 
Why this should be. I therefore vouch again. 
That with some mixtures ]x>werful o'er the blood. 
Or with some dram conjur'd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke, To vouch this is no proof; 

Without more wider and more overt test 
Than these thin habits and poor likelihoods 
Of modem seeming do prefer against him. 

1 Sen, But, Othello, speak : 
Did vou by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid's affections? 
Or came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to soul anbrdeth? 

0th. I do beseech you. 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her speak of me before her father: 
If you do find me foul in her report. 
The trust, the office I do hold of you, 
Not onlv take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

0th. Ancient, conduct them; you best know the place. — 

{Exeunt Iaoo and Attendantt 
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
1 do confess the vices of my blood, 
So justly to your grave ears 1*11 present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And 8>>'^ in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

Otii, Her father lov'd me ; oft invited me; 
Still question'd me the story of my life. 
From year to year, — ^the battles, sieges, fortunfl^ 
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That I have pass'd. 

1 ran it through, even firom my boyish days 

To the very moment that he bade me tell it : 

Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances, 

Of moving accidents by flood and field ; 

Of hairbreadth scapes i' the imminent deadly breach ; 

Of being taken by the insolent foe, 

And sola to slavery ; of my redemption thence, 

And portance in my travel's history : 

Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle, 

Kough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch heavitti. 

It was my hint to speak, — such was the process; 

And of the Cannibals that each other eat. 

The Anthropopha^ and men whose heads 

Do grow beneath Sieir shoulders. This to hear 

Would Desdemona seriously incline : 

But still the house affairs would draw her thence; 

Which ever as she could with haste despatch. 

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my discourse : which I observing, 

Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means 

To draw from her a prayer of earnest neart 

That I would all my pilerimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcels she nad something heard. 

But not intentively : I did consent ; 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 

When I did speak of some distressful stroke 

That my youth suffer' d. My story being done. 

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs : 

She swore, — in faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing strange; 

'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful : 

She wish'd she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd 

That heaven had made her such a man: she thauk'd 

me; 
And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 
I should but teach him how to tell my story. 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spake : 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass'd; 
And 1 lov'd her that she did pity them. 
This only is the witchcraft I have us'd : — 
Here comes the lady ; let her witness it. 

Enter Desdemona, Iago, and Attendants. 

Duke. I think this tale would win my daughter toa •— 
Good Brabantio, 
Take iip this mangled matter at the best : 



SCENE ni. THE MOOR OF VENICE. 33» 

Men do their broken weapons rather use 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra, I pray you, hear her speak : 

If she confess that she was half the wooer, 
Destruction on my head if my bad blame 
Light on the man ! — Come hither, gentle mistress : 
Do you perceive in all this noble company 
Where most you owe obedience? 

Des, My noble father, 

I do perceive here a divided duty : 
To you I am bound for life and education; 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty, — 
I am hitherto your daughter : but here 's my husband; 
And so much duty as my mother showed 
To you, preferring you before her father, 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 

Bra. God be with you ! — I have done.-* 

Please it your grace, on to the state affairs : 
I had rather to adopt a child than get it. — 
Come hither, Moor : 

I here do give thee that with aU my heart 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee. — For your sake, jewel, 
I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 
For thy escape would teach me t3n*anny, 
To hang clogs on them. — I have done, my lord. 

Duke, Let me speak like yourself; and lay a sentence, 
Which, as a grise or step, may help these lovers 
Into your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended 
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone 
Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 
What cannot be preserv'd when fortune takes, 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
The robb'd that smiles steals something from the thief; 
He robs himself that spends a bootless grief 

Bra, So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile ; 
We lose it not so long as we can smile ; 
He bears the sentence well that nothing bears 
But the free comfort whidh from thence he hears ; 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow 
That, to pay grief^ must of poor patience borrow* 
These sentences, to sugar or to gall, 
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Being strong on both sides, are equivocal : 

But words are words ; I never yet did hear 

That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear. — 

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of state. 

Dake, The Turk with a most mighty preparation makes 
for Cyprus. — Othello, the fortitude of the place is best 
known to you ; and though we have there a substitute of 
most allowed sufficiency, yet oi)inion, a sovereign mistress 
of effects, throws a more safer voice on you : you must 
therefore be content to slubber the ^loss of your new 
fortunes with this more stubborn and boisterous expedition. 

0th, The tyrant custom, most grave senators. 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity 
I find in hardness ; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 
Most humbly, therefore, bending to your states 
I crave tit disposition for my wife; 
Dive reference of place and exhibition ; 
With such accommodation and besort 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. If you please^ 

Be't at her father's. 

Bra. rU not have it so. 

0th. NorL 

Des. Nor I ; I would not there reside^ 

To put my father in impatient thoughts. 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke, 
To my unfolding lend a gracious ear ; 
And let me find a charter in your voice 
To assist my simpleness. 

Duke. What would you, Desdemona? 

Dea. That 1 did love the Moor to live with him. 
My do\^'iiright violence and scorn of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world : my heart 's subdued 
Even to the very quality of my lord : 
I saw Othello's visage in his mind ; 
And to his houours and his valiant parts 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war. 
The rites for which I love him are bereft me^ 
And I a heavv interim shall support 
By his dear absence. Let me go with him. 

0th. Let her have your voices. 
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Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not 

To please the palate of my appetite ; 

Nor to comply with heat, — ^the young affects 

In me defunct, — and proper satisfaction ; 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind : 

And heaven defend your good souls, that you think 

I will your serious and great business scant 

For she is with me : no, when light-wins'd toys 

Of feather'd Cupid seel with wanton duUness 

My speculative and offic'd instruments. 

That my disports corrupt and taint my business, 

Let housewives make a skillet of my helm, 

A.nd all indign and base adversities 

Make head against my estimation! 

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine, 
Either for her stay or going : the affair cries haste, 
And s]ieed must answer it. 

1 Sell, You must away to-night. 

0th, With all my heart 

Duke, At nine i' the morning here we'll meet again. — 
Othello, leave some officer behind. 
And he shall our commission bring to you ; 
With such things else of quality and respect 
As doth import you. 

OtK So please your grace, my ancient, — 

A man he is of honesty and trust, — 
To his conveyance I assign my wife. 
With what else needfid your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke, Let it be so. — 

Good- night to every one. — ^And, noble signior, 

[To BRABA.NTia 

If virtue no delighted beauty lack. 

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

1 Sen. Adieu, brave Moor ; use Desdemona welL 

Bra, Look to her, Moor, if thou hast eyes to see : 
She has deceived her father, and may thee. 

[Exeunt Duke, Senators, Officers, (6c 

0th, My life upon her feuth! — Honest lago, 
My Desdemona must I leave to thee : 
I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her ; 
And bring them after in the best advantage. — 
Come, Desdemona, I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction. 
To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

[Exeunt Othello and Dbsdemon a. 

VOL. YL a 



838 OTHELLO, act i. 

Jiod. lago, — 

lago. Wnat saVst thon, noble heart? 

Bod, What will I do, thinkest thou? 

logo. Why, go to bed and sleep. 

Hod, I will incontinently drown myself. 

fago. If thou dost, 1 shall never love thee after. 
Why, thou silly gentleman ! 

Rod, It is sUliness to live when to live is torment ; and 
then have we a prescription to die when death is our 
physician. 

lago, O villanous! I have looked upon the world for four 
times seven years; and since I could distinmiish betwixt 
a benefit and an injury, I never found man that knew how 
to love himself Ere I would say I would drown myself 
for the love of a Guinea-hen, I would change my humanity 
with a baboon. 

Jfod. What should I do? I confess it is my shame to be 
■o fond ; but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

J ago. Virtue! a fig! 'tis in ourselves that we are thus 
or thus. Our bodies are gardens, to the which our wills 
are gardeners; so that u we will plant nettles or sow 
lettuce, set hyssop and weed up thyme, supply it with one 
^nder of herbs or distract it with many, either to have 
it sterile with idleness or manured with industry ; why, the 
power and corrigible authority of this lies in our wills. If 
the balance of our hves had not one scale of reason to poise 
another of sensuality, the blood and baseness of our natures 
would conduct us to most preposterous conclusions : but we 
have reason to cool our raging motions, our carnal stings, 
our unbitted lusts; whereof I take this, that you call love, 
to be a sect or scion. 

Hod. It cannot be. 

lago. It is merely a lust of the blood and a permission of 
the will. Come, be a man : drown thyself! drown cats and 
bhnd puppies. I have professed mo thy friend, and I con- 
fess me knit to thv deserving with cables of perdurable 
toughness; I could never better stead thee than now. 
Put money in thy purse ; follow thou the wars ; defeat thy 
favour with an usuri)ed beard; I say, put money in thy 
purse. It cannot be that Desderaona should long continue 
ner love to the Moor, — put money in thy purse, — nor he 
his to her : it was a violent commencement, and thou shalt 
see an answerable sequestration; — put but money in thy 
purse. — These Moors are cbanaeable in their wills; — fill thy 
purse with money : the food that to him now is as luscious 
as locusts shall be to him shortly as bitter as coloquintida. 
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She must change for youth: when she is sated with his 
body she will find the error of her choice : she must have 
change, she must: therefore put money in thy purse. — If 
thou wilt needs damn thyself, do it a more dehcate way than 
drowning. Make all the money thou canst : if sanctimony 
and a frail vow betwixt an erring barbarian and a super- 
subtle Venetian be not too hard for my wits and all the 
tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her; therefore make money. 
A pox of drowning thyself! it is clean out of the way: 
seek thou rather to be hanged in compassing thy joy than 
to be drowned and go without her. 

Bod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes if I dej^end on the 
issue? 

lago. Thou art sure of me : — go, make money : — I have 
told thee often, and I re -tell thee agaiu and again, I hate 
the Moor : my cause is hearted ; thine hath no less reason. 
Let us be conjunctive in our revenge against him : if thou 
canst cuckold him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, me a sport. 
There are many events in the womb of time which will 
be delivered. Traverse ; go ; j>rovide thy money. We will 
have more of this to-morrow. Adieu. 

Bod. Where shall we meet i' the morning? 

logo. At my lodging. 

Bod. ril be witli thee betimes. 

lago. Goto; farewell. Bo you hear, Roderigo? 

Bod. What say you? 

logo. No more of drowning, do you hear? 

Bod. I am changed: 111 go sell all my land. [EjlU» 

lago. Thus do 1 ever make my fool mv purse ; 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge should profane 
If I would time ex];)end with such a snipe 
But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor ; 
And it is thought abroad that 'twixt my sheets 
He has done my office : I know not if 't bo true; 
But I, for mere suspicion in that kind. 
Will do as if for surety. He holds me well; 
The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Cassio 's a proper man : let me see now ; 
To get his place, and to plume up my will 
In double knavery, — How, how? — Let 's see: — 
After some time to abuse Othello's ear 
That he is too familiar with his wife : — 
He hath a person, and a smooth disx>ose, 
To be suspected ; fram'd to make women false. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature, 
That thinks men honest that but seem to be ao; 
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And will as tenderly be led by the nose 

As asses are. 

I have't ; — it is engendered : — hell and night 

Must bring this monstrous birth to the world*s light. 

lExU 



ACT IL 

SCENE L—A Seaport Town in Cyprus, A PUdform. 

Enter Montano and two Gentlemen. 

Mon, What from the cape can you discern at sea? 

1 Oent, Nothing at all : it is a high-wrought tiood ; 
I cannot, 'twixt the heaven and the main, 

Descry a sail. 

Mon, Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at land ; 
A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements : 
If it hath ruffian'd so u^wn the sea, 
What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them. 
Can hold the mortise? What shall we hear of this? 

2 Oent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet : 
For do but stand upon the foaming shore. 
The chidden billow seems to pelt the clouds ; 

The wind-shak'd surge, with hi^h and monstrous main. 
Seems to cast water on the burnmg Bear, 
And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole: 
I never did like molestation view 
On the enchafed Hood. 

Mon, If that the Turkish fleet 

Be not enshelter'd and embay'd, they are drown'd; 
It is impossible to bear it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Ge7it. News, lads ! our wars are done. 

The desperate tempest hath so bang'd the Turks 
That their designment halts : a nome ship of Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sutferance 
On most part of their fleet 

Mon. How! is this true? 

3 Gent. The ship is here put in, 
A Veronessa ; Michael Cassio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor Othello, 
Is come on shore: the Moor himself 's at sea^ 
And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 
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Mon. I am glad on*t ; *tis a worthy governor. 

3 Gent But this same Cassio, — Sbotigh he speak of 
comfort 
Touching the Turkish loss, — yet he looks sadly. 
And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Mon, Pray heavens he be; 

For I have served him, and the man commands 
Like a full soldier. Let 's to the sea-side, ho! 
As well to see the vessel that 's come in 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till we make the main and the aerial blue 
An indistinct regard. 

3 Oent. Come, let 's do so ; 
For every minute is expectancy 

Of more arhvance. 

Enter Cassto. 

Cos, Thanks you, the valiant of this warlike isle^ 
That so approve the Moor! 0, let the heavens 
Give him defence against the elements, 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea! 

Mon. Is he well shipped? 

Cos. His bark is stoutly timbered, and his pilot 
Of very 6xpert and approv'd allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 
Stand in bold cure. 

[Within.] A sail, a sail, a sail! 

Enter a fourth Gentleman. 

Ca8. "What noise? 

4 Gent. The town is empty ; on the brow o' the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry, A sail! 

Cos. My hopes do shape him for the governor. 

\Gun8 within, 

2 Gent. They do discharge their shot of courtesy : 
Our friends at least. 

Cas. I pray you, sir, go forth. 

And give us truth who 'tis that is arrived. 

2 GtrU. T shall. [Exit 

Mon But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv'd? 

Cas. Most lortunately : he hath achieved a maid 
That paragons description and wild fame ; 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pena^ 
And in the essential vesture of creation 
Does tire the iu^euer. — 
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Re-enter second Gentleman. 

How now! who has put in ? 

2 Oent. *Ti8 one lago, ancient to the general 

Cos. Has had most favourable and happy speed : 
Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling wiuda^ 
The gutter*d rocks, and congregated sands, — 
Traitors ensteep'd to clog the guiltless keel,— 
As having sense of beaufy, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she? 

Cos. She that I spake of, our great captain's captain. 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago ; 
Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts 
A se'nnight's si>eed. — Great Jove, Othello ffuard. 
And swell his sail with thine own powerful oreaUi, 
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship, 
Make love's quick i)aDts in Desdemona's arms. 
Give reuew'd fire to our extincted spirits. 
And bring all Cyprus comfort 1 — 0, behold. 

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, Iago, RoDEKiao, and 

Attendaiits. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore! 
Ye men of CyT)rus, let her have yonr knees. — 
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Eiiwhecl thee round ! 

Des. I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tiding can you tell me of my lord? 

Cds. He IS not yet arriv'd : nor know I aught 
But that he 's well, and will be shortly here. 

Dis. O, but I fear — How lost you company? 

Ca^. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship: — but, hark! a saiL 

[ Within.'] A sail, a sail! [Ouna within, 

2 Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel : 
This likewise is a friend. 

Cos. See for the news. — 

[Exit Gentleman. 
Good ancient, you are welcome: — welcome, mistress: — 

[To Emilia. 
Let it not gall your patience, good Tago, 
That I extend my manners ; 'tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy. [Kissing her. 
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logo. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me. 
You'd have enough. 

Des. Alas, she has no S2)eech. 

logo. In &ith, too much ; 
I find it still when I have list to sleep : 
Marry, before your ladyship, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a httle in her heart, 
And cbides with thinking. 

EmiL You have little cause to say so. 

lago. Come on, come on ; you are pictures out of dooi% 
Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended. 
Players in your housewifery, and housewives in your beds. 

Des. O, tie upon thee, slanderer ! 

lago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk : 
You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 

Emit. You shall not write my praise. 

lago. No, let me not. 

Des. What wouldst thou write of me if thou shouldst 
praise me? 

lago. gentle lady, do not put me to't ; 
For i am nothing if not critical. 

De8. Come on, assay — ^There's one gone to the harbour? 

lago. Ay, madam. 

Des. I am not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am. by seeming otherwise. — 
Come, how wouldst thou praise me? 

lago. I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate as birdlime does from frize, — 
It plucks out brains and all : but my muse labours. 
And thus she is deliver'd. 
If she be fair and wise, — ^faimobs and wit, 
The one 's for use, the other useth it. 

Des. Well prais'd ! How if she be black and witty? 

lago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit. 
She'll find a white that shall her blackness fit. 

Des. Worse and worse. 

Emil. How if fair and foolish? 

logo. She never yet was foolish that was fair; 
For even her folly help'd her to an heir. 

Des. These are old fond paradoxes to make fools langh 
r the alehouse. What miserable praise hast thou for her 
that's foul and foolish? 

lago. There 's none so foul, and foolish thereunto. 
But docs foul pranks which ^r and wise ones du. 
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Des, O heavy ignorance ! — ^thou praisest the worst best. 
But what praise couldst thou bestow on a deserving 'woman 
indeed, — one that, in the authority of her merit, did justly 
put on the vouch of very malice itself? 

logo. She that was ever fair, and never proud; 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 
Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay ; 
Fled from her wish, and yet said. Now I Tnay; 
She that, being anger'd, her revenge being nigh, 
Ba^e her wrong stay and her displeasure fly; 
She that in wisdom never was so frail 
To change the cod's head for the salmon's tail ; 
She that could think, and ne'er disclose her mind; 
See suitors following, and not look behind ; 
She was a wight, if ever such wight were, — 

Des. To do what? 

logo. To suckle fools and chronicle small beer. 

Des, O most lame and impotent conclusion! — Do not 
learn of him, Elmilia, though he be thy husband. — How 
say you, Cassio? is he not a most profeuie and liberal 
counsellor? 

Ca>8. He speaks home, madam : yon may relish him more 
in the soldier than in the scholar. 

lago, [aside.] He takes her by the palm: ay, well said, 
whisper : with as little a web as this will I ensnare as great 
a fly as Cassio, Ay, smile upon her, do ; I will gyve thee 
in thine own courtship. You say true; 'tis so, indeed: 
if such tricks as these strip you out of your lieutenantry, 
it had been better you had not kissed your three fingers 
so oft, which now again you are most apt to play the sir in. 
Very good ; well kissed ! an excellent courtesy ! 'tis so, 
indeed. Yet aj^ain your fingers to your lips? would they 
were clyster-pipes for your sake! ['IVumpet within,] — The 
Moor ! I know his trumpet. 

Cos. Tis truly so. 

Des. Let 's meet him, and receive him. 

Cos. Lo, where he comes I 

Enter Othello and Attendants. 

0th. O my fair warrior! 

Dea, My dear Othello! 

0th. It gives me wonder great as my content 
To see you here before me. O my soul's joy 1 
If after every tempest come such calms. 
May the winds blow till they have waken'd death I 
And let the labouring bark dimb hills of seas 
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Olympus-liigli, and duck again as low- 
As hell 's from heaven! If it were now to die, 
'Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear, 
My soul hath her content so absolute 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Des, The heavens forbid 

But that our loves and comforts should increase 
Even as our days do grow ! 

0th. Amen to that, sweet powers I — 

I cannot speak enough of this content ; 
It stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 
And this, and tliis, the greatest discords be [Kissing her. 
That e'er our hearts shall make! 

lago. [aside.] O, you are well tun'd now! 

But I'll set down the pegs that make this music, 
As honest as I am. 

0th, Come, let us to the castle. — 

News, friends ; our wars are done, the Turks are drown'd. 
How does my old acquaintance of this isle? 
Honey, you shall be well desir'd in Cyprus ; 
I have found great love amongst them. O my sweet, 
I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. — I pr'jrthee, good lago. 
Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers : 
Bring thou the master to the citadel ; 
He is a good one, and his worthiness 
Does challenge much respect. — Come, Desdemona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Exeunt Oth., Des., and Attend. 

lago. Do thou meet roe presently at the harbour. Come 
hither. If thou be'st valiant, — as, they say, base men being 
in love have then a nobility in their natures more than is 
native to them,— Hst me. The lieutenant to-night watches 
on the court of guard : first, I must teU thee this — ^Des- 
demona is directly in love with him. 

Bod. With him ! why, 'tis not possible. 

lago. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy soul be instructed. 
Mark me with what violence she first loved the Moor, but 
for bragging, and telling her fantastical lies : and will she 
love him still for prating? let not thy discreet heart think 
it. Her eye must be fed ; and what delight shall she have 
to look on the devil? When the blood is made didl with 
the act of sport, there should be, — again to inflame it, and 
to give satiety a fresh appetite, — loveliness in favour ; 
sympathy In yeara, mauncrs, and beauties; all which the 
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Moor is defective in : now, for want of these required con- 
veniences, her delicate tenderness will find itself abused, 
begin to heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor the Moor; 
very nature will instruct her in it, and compel her to some 
second choice. Now, sir, this granted, — as it is a most 
pregnant and unforced position, — ^who stands eo eminently 
in the degree of this fortune as Cassio does? a knave very 
voluble ; no further conscionable than in putting on the 
mere form of civil and humane seeming, for the better 
compassmg of his salt and most hidden loose affection? 
why, none ; why, none : a slippery and subtle knave ; a 
finder of occasions ; that has an eye can stamp and counter- 
feit advantages, though true advantage never present itself : 
a devilish knave ! besides, the knave is handsome, young, 
and hath all those requisites in him that folly and green 
minds look after : a pestilent complete knave ; and the 
woman hath found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her; she is full of most 
blessed condition. 

I ago. Blessed fig's end! the wine she drinks is made of 
ffrai^es: if she had been blessed, she would never have 
loved the Moor : blessed pudding ! Didst thou not see 
her paddle with the palm of his hand? didst not mark 
that? 

Rod. Yes, that T did ; but that was but courtesy. 

laqo. Lechery, by this hand ; an index and obscure 
prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts. They 
met 80 near with their lips that their breaths embraced 
together. Villanous thoughts, Eoderigo ! when these mu- 
tualities so marshal the way, hard at hand comes the master 
and main exercise, the incorporate conclusion : pish ! — 
But, sir, be you ruled by me : I have brought you from 
Venice. Watch you to-night ; for the command, I'll lay't 
upon you: Cassio knows you not: — I'll not be far from 
you : do you find some occasion to anger Cassio, either by 
speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline, or from what 
other course you please, which the time shall more favour- 
ably minister. 

Rod. Well. 

/tt.70. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler, and 
haply vnth his truncheon may strike at you : provoke him 
that he may ; for even out of that will I cause these of 
Cyprus to mutiny, whose qualification shall come into no 
true taste again but by the displanting of Cassio. So shall 
you have a shorter journey to your desires by the means I 
shall then have to prefer them ; and the im|)ediment most 
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profitabljr removed, without the which there were no 
expectation of our prosperity. 

Bod. 1 will do this, if I can bring it to any opportunity. 

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the citadel : 
I must fetch his necessaries ashore. Farewell. 

Rod. Adieu. [Exit, 

lago. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it; 
That she loves him, *tis apt, and of great credit : 
The Moor, — howbeit that I endure him not, — 
Is of a constant, loving;, noble nature ; 
And, I dare think, he^ll prove to Desdemona 
A most dear husband. Now, I do love her too ; 
Not out of absolute lust, — ^though, peradventure, 
I stand accountant for as great a sin, — 
But partly led to diet my revenge. 
For that 1 do suspect the lusty Moor 
Hath leaped into my seat : the thought whereof 
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards; 
And nothing can or shall content my soul 
Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife ; 
Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor 
At least into a jealousy so strong 
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, — 
If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash 
For his quick hunting, stand the putting on, 
I'll have our Michael Cassio on the hip 4 
Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb, — 
For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too ; 
Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me 
For making him egregiously an ass. 
And practising upon his {)eace and quiet 
Even to madness. 'Tis here, but yet confus'd : 
Knavery's plain face is never seen till us^d. [ExiJU 



SCENE IL— -4 Street. 

Enter a Herald with a proclamation; "People follouoing. 

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and valiant 
general, that, upon certain tidings now arrived, importing 
the mere perdition of the Turkish fleet, every man put 
himself into triumph ; some to dance, some to make bon< 
fires, each man to what sport and revels his addiction leads 
him : for, besides these beneficial news, it is the celebration 
of his nuptial : — so much was his pleasure should be 
proclaimed. All ofHces are open ; and there is full liberty 
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of feasting from this present hour of five till the bell have 
told eleven. Heaven olesa the isle of Cyprus and our noble 
general Othello! [JSfxeurU, 



SCENE IIL— -4 ffaU m the Castle. 

Enter Othello, Desdemona, Cassio, and Attendants. 

0th. Grood Michael, look you to the guard to-night : 
Let 's teach ourselves that honourable stop, 
Not to out -sport discretion. 

Cos. lago hath direction what to do ; 
But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Will I look to't 

Oth. lago is most honest. 
Michael, good -night : to-morrow with your earliest 
Let me have speech with you. — Come, my dear love, — 

[To De£)DJSmona. 
The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ; 
That profit 's yet to come 'tween me and you. — 
Crood-night. [Exeunt Oth., Bes., and Attend. 

Enter Iaoo. 

Ca^. Welcome, Tago ; we must to the watch. 

Jago, Not this hour, lieutenant; 'tis not yet ten o' the 
clock. Our general cast us thus early for the love of his 
Desdemona ; who let us not therefore blame : he hath not 
yet made wanton the night with her; and she is sport for 
Jove. 

Cos. She 's a most exquisite lady. 

Jago. And, I'll >\'arrant her, full of game. 

Cas. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate creature. 

Jago. What an eye she has ! methinks it sounds a parley 
to provocation. 

Cas. An inviting eye ; and yet methinks right modest. 

Jago. And when she speaks, is it not an alarm to love ? 

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection. 

lago. Well, happiness to their sheets! Come, lieutenant, 
I have a stoup of wine ; and here without are a brace of 
Cyprus gallants that would fain have a measure to the 
health of black Othello. 

Cas. Not to-night, good la^: I have veiy poor and 
unhappy brains for drinking: I could well wish courtesy 
would invent some other custom of entertainment. 

lago. 0, they are our friends ; but one cup : I'll drink for 

you. 
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Cds. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that was 
craftdly qualiiied too, and, behold, what innovation it makes 
here : I am unfortunate in the infirmity, and dare not task 
my weakness with any more. 

lago. What, man! 'tis a night of revels: the gallants 
desire it. 

Ca8, Where are they ? 

lago. Here at the door ; T pray you, call them in. 

Cos, I'll do't ; but it dislikes me. [Exit, 

logo. If I can fasten but one cup upon him. 
With that which he hath drunk to-night already. 
He'll be as full of quarrel and offence 
As my young mistress' dog. Now, my sick fool Roderigo^ 
Whom love hath tum'd afinost the wrong side out, 
To Desdemona hath to-night carous'd 
Potations pottle deep ; and he *s to watch : 
Three lads of Cyprus, — ^noble swelling spirits. 
That hold their honours in a wary distance, 
The very elements of this warlike isle, — 
Have I to-night lluster'd with flowing cuns. 
And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this nock of drunkards, 
Am I to put our Cassio in some action 
That may oflfend the isle : — but here they come : 
If consequence do but approve my dream, 
My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. 

Re-enterCASSio^with him Montano and Gentlemen, followed 

by Servant with toine, 

Cas, 'Fore heaven, they have given me a rouse already. 
Man, Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint, as I am 
a soldier. 

lago. Some wine, ho! 

And let me the canakin clink, clink; [SingB, 

And let me the canakin clink : 

A soldier's n man; 

C), man's life 's but a span : 
Why, then, let a soldier drink. 

Some wine, boys. 

Ca^. 'Fore heaven, an excellent song. 

Jago. I learned it in England, where, indeed, they are 
most potent in potting : your Dane, your German, and your 
swai^-bellied Hollander, — Drink, ho! — are nothing to your 
Eniilish. 

(Jan. Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking ? 

lago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your Dane 
dead drunk; he sweats not to overthrow your Almain; hn 
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gives your Hollander a yomit ere the next pottle can b * 
Slied. 

Cos, To the health of our general ! 

Mon. I am for it, lieutenant ; and I'll do you jiuiticei. 

logo. sweet England ! 

King Stephen was and a worthy peer, iSinfff 

His breeches cost him but a crown ; 
He held them sixpence all too dear. 

With that he call'd the tailor lown. 
He was a wight of high renown. 

And thou art but of low deg:.ee : 
*Tis pride that pulls the country Jiown ; 

Then talce thine &uld cloak aoout thee. 

Some wine, ho ! *^ 

Ca8, Why, this is 9 mci<3 eTquinike song than \ihr other. 

lago. Will you hear it again ? 

Cos. No ; for I hold him to be unworthy of his place thau 
does those thi^?^ — ^Well, — heaven's above all; and therr 
be souls m'^st ^e saved, and there be souls must not be 
saved. 

Jag-' It 's true, good lieutenant. 

Cii^ For mine own part, — no offence to the geneial, nor 
sjr y man of quality, — I hope to be saved, 

J ago. And so do I too, lieu-tenant. 

Cos. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me; the lieutenant 
.8 to be saved before the ancient. Let 's have no more of 
4ihis ; let 's to our affairs. — Forgive us our sins ! — Gentlemen, 
let's look to our business. Do not think, gentlemen, I am 
drunk: this is my ancient;— this is my right hand, and 
this is my left hand : — I am not drunk now ; I can stand 
well enough, and speak well enough. 

AIL Excellent well. 

Cds. Why, very well, then : you must not think, then, 
that I am drunk. [Ej-it. 

Mon. To the platform, masters ; come, let 's set the watch. 

lago. You see this fellow that is gone before ; — 
He is a soldier fit to stand by Caesar 
And give direction : and do but see his vice; 
'Tis to his virtue a just equinox. 
The one as long as the other : 'tis pity of him. 
I fear the trust Othello puts him in, 
On some odd time of his infirmity, 
Will shake this island. 

Mon. But is he often thus? 

Jago. 'Tis evermore the proloCTie to his sleep: 
He'll watch the horologe a double set 
If drink rock not his cradle. 
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Mon, Tt were well 

The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps he sees it not ; or his ^ood nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 
And looks not on his evils : is not this true? 

Enter Roderigo. 

logo. How now, Roderigo ! [Aside to him, 

I pray you, after the lieutenant ; go. [Exit Roderigo. 

M<m. And 'tis great pity that the noble Moor 
Should hazard such a place as his own second 
With one of an ingraffc infirmity : 
It were an honest action to say 
So to the Moor. 

lago. Not 1, for this fair island ; 

I do love Oassio well ; and would do much 
To cure him of this eviL — But, hark! what noise? 

[Cry m^Ain,— "Help! help I* 

Re-enter Cassio, driving in RoDERioa 

Cos. You rogue! you rascal! 

Mon, What's the matter, lieutenant? 

Caa, A knave teach mc my duty! 
I'll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle. 

Bod, Beat me! 

Cos, Dost thou prate, rogue? 

[Striking RoDERToa 

Mon, Nay, good lieutenant ; 

[Staying him, 
I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Ca8. Let me go, sir, 

Or I'll knock you o'er the mazard. 

Mon, Come, come, you're drunk. 

Caa. Drunk! [TJiey fight, 

I ago. Away, I say! go out, and cry a mutiny! 

[Aside to Rod., who goes out. 
Nay, good lieutenant, — alas, gentlemen ; — 
Help, no ! — Lieutemmt, —sir, — Montano, — sir : — 
Help, masters! — Here 's a goodly watch indeed! [Bell rings. 
Who's that which rings the bell? — Diablo, ho! 
The town will rise: God's will, lieutenant, hold; 
You will be sham'd for ever. 

Re-enter Othello and Attendants. 

0th, What is the matter here? 

Mon, Zounds, I bleed still; I am hurt to the death. 
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0th, Hold, for your lives! 

logo. Hold, ho! lieutenant, — sir, — Montano, — gentle- 
Have you forgot all sense of place and duty? [men, — 
Hold ! the general speaks to you ; hold, for shame ! 

0th. Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth this? 
Are we tum'd Turks, and to ourselves do that 
Which Heaven hath forbid the Ottomites? 
Fo r Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl : 
Ho that stirs next to carve for his own rage 
Holds his soul hght ; he dies upon his motion. — 
Silence that dreadful bell ! it frights the isle 
From her propriety. — ^What is the matter, masters? — 
Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving. 
Speak, who began this? on thy love, I charge thee. 

lago, I do not know : — ^fiiends all but now, even now. 
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Divesting them for bed ; and then, but now, — 
As if some planet had unwitted men, — 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's breast 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 
And would in action glorious I had lost 
Those legs that brougnt me to a part of it! 

0th. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot? 

Cos. I pray you, pardon me ; I cannot speak. 

0th. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil; 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is gi'eat 
In mouths of wisest censure : what 's the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus. 
And si)end your rich opinion for the name 
Of a night-brawler? give me answer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger : 
Your officer, lago, can inform you, — 
While I spare speech, which something now offends me,— - 
Of all that I do know : nor know I au^ht 
Bv me that 's said or done amiss this night : 
Unless self-charity be sometimes a vice, 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin 
When violence assails us. 

0th. Now, by heaven. 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 
And passion, having my best judgment coUicd, 
Assays to lead the way. If I once stir. 
Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
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How this foul rout began, who set it on ; 

And he that is approv d in this offence, 

Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth. 

Shall lose me. — What ! in a town of war, 

Yet wild, the people's hearts brimfal of fear, 

To manage private and domestic quarrel. 

In night, and on the court and guard of safety 1 

'Tis monstrous. — lago, who began't? 

Mon, If partially affin'd, or leagu*d in office. 
Thou dost dehver more or less than truth. 
Thou art no soldier. 

lago. Touch me not so near : 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio ; 
Yet, I persuade myself^ to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong hiin. — fhus it is, generaL 
Montano and myseU being in speech. 
There comes a fellow crying out far help ; 
And Cassio following him with detemun*d sword. 
To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause : 
Myself the crying fellow did pursue. 
Lest by his clamour, — as it so fell out, — 
The town might fall in fright : he, swift of foot^ 
Outran my purpose ; and I retum'd the rather 
For that I heard the clink and fall of swords, 
And Cassio high iu oath ; which till to-night 
I ne'er might say before. When I came back, — 
For this was brie^ — I foimd them close together 
At blow and thrust ; even as again they were 
When you yourself did part them. 
More of this matter cannot I report ; — 
But men are men ; the best sometimes forget : — 
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him, — 
As men in rage strike those that wish them best,— 
Yet surely Cassio, I believe, receiv'd 
From him that fled some strange indignity 
Which patience could not pass. 

OtK 1 know, lago. 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Cassio. Cassio, I love thee ; 
But never more be officer of mine. — 

Re-enter Desdbmona, attended. 

Look, if my gentle love be not rais'd upl — 
I'll make thee an example. 
VOL. VL 2 Jl 
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Dea. What's the matter? 

Oth. All *8 well now, sweeting ; come away to bed. 
Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surgeon : 
Lead him off. {To Mont and, w?io is led ojf, 

lago, look with care about the town, 
And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted. — 
Come, Desdemona : 'tis the soldier's life 
To have their balmy slumbers wak'd with strife. 

[Exeunt all Imt Iago and Cassio. 
logo. What, are you hurt, lieutenant? 
Ca8. Ay, past all surgery. 
Jago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Cos. Reputation, reputation, reputation! 0, I have losit 
my reputation! I have lost the immortal part of myself^ 
and what remains is bestial — My reputation, Iago, my 
reputation! 

Iago, As I am an honest man, I thought you had received 
Bome bodily wound; there is more sense in that than in 
reputation. Beputation is an idle and mor.t false imposition ; 
oft got without merit, and lost without deserving : you have 
lost no reputation at all, unless you repute yourself such a 
loser. What, man! there are ways to recover the general 
again: you are but now cast in his mood, a punishment 
more in policy than in malice ; even so as one would beat 
his ofifenceless dog to afifright an imperious lion : sue to him 
again, and he is yours. 

Cas, I will rather sue to be despised than to deceive so 
good a commander with so slight, so drunken, and so indis- 
creet an officer. Drunk? and speak parrot? and squabble? 
swagger? swear? and discourse fustian with- one's own 
shadow? — O thou invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no 
name to be known by, let us call thee devil! 

Iago. What was he that you followed with your sword? 
What had he done to you? 
Caa. I know not. 
Iago. Is't possible? 

Ca8. I remember a mass of things, but nothing distinctly ; 
a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. — God, that men should 
put an enemy in their mouths to steal away their brains ! 
that we should, with joy, pleasance, revel, aud applause, 
transform ourselves into beasts ! 

lago. Why, but you are now well enough : how come you 
thus recovered? 

Cos. It hath pleased the devil drunkenness to give place 
to the devil wrath : one un|)erfectness shows me another, 
to make me frankly despise mysell 
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lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler : as the time, 
the place, and the coudition of this country stands, I could 
heartily wish this had not befallen ; but, since it is as it is, 
moud it for your own good. 

Caa, I will ask him Jor my place again, — he shall tell me I 
am a drunkard ! Had I as many mouths as Hydra, such an 
answer would stop them all. To be now a sensible man, by 
and by a fool, and presently a beast! strange! — Every 
inordinate cup is unblessed, and the ingredient is a deviL 

Jmjo. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature 
if it be well used: exclaim no more against it. And, good 
item tenant, I think yon think I love you. 

Cos, 1 have well approved it, sir. — I drunk ! 

Jago, You, or any man living, may be drunk at a time, 
man. I'll tell you what you shall do. Our general's wife 
is now the general ; — I may say so in this respect, for that he 
hath devoted and given up himself to the contemplation, 
mark, and denotement of her parts and graces: — confess 
yourself freely to her; importune her help to put you in 
your place again : she is of so &ee, so kind, so apt, so blessed 
a disposition, she holds it a vice in her goodness not to do 
more than she is requested : this broken joint between you 
and her husband entreat her to splinter ; and, my fortunes 
against any lay worth naming, this crack of your love shall 
grow stronger than it was before. 

Cos, You advise me wclL 

lago, I protest, in the sincerity of love and honest 
kindness. 

Caa. I think it freely ; and betimes in the morning I will 
beseech the virtuous Desdemona to undertake for me : I am 
desperate of my fortunes if they check me here. 

lago. You are in the right. Good-night, lieutenant; I 
must to the watch. 

Caa, Good-night, honest lago. [Exit, 

logo. And what 's he, then, that says I play the villain T 
When this advice is free I give and honest, 
Probal to thinking, and, indeed, the course 
To win the Moor again? For 'tis most easy 
I'he inclining Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest suit : she 's fram'd as fruitful 
As tlie free elements. And then for her 
I'o win the Moor, — were't to renounce his baptism 
All seals and symbols of redeemed sin, — 
His soul is so enfetter'd to her love 
That she may make, unmake, do what she list 
Even as her appetite shall play the god 
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With his weak functioiL How am I, then, a villain 

To counsel Cassio to this parallel coarse, 

Directly to his good? Divinity of heU ! 

When devils will their blackest sins put on. 

They do suggest at first with heavenly shows, 

As L do now : for whiles this honest fool 

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes, 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 

I'll pour this pestilence into his ear, — 

That she repeals him for her body^s lust ; 

And by how much she strives to do him good 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch ; 

And out of her own goodness make the net 

That shall enmesh them alL 

Enter Roderigo. 

How now, Roderigo! 

Rod, I do follow here in the chase, not like a hound that 
hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money is almost 
8X)ent; I have been to-ni^ht exceedingly well cudgelled; 
and I think the issue will be — I shall have so much ex- 
perience for my pains : and so, with no money at all, and 
a little more wit, return again to Venice. 

lago. How jjoor are they that have not patience ! 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees? 
Thou know'st we work by wit, and not by witchcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 
Does't not go well? Cassio hath beaten thee. 
And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashier'd Cassio; 
Though other things grow fair against the sun, 
Yet fruits that blossom first will first be ripe : 
Content thyself awhile. — By the mass, 'tis morning; 
Pleasure and action make the hours seem short. — 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billeted : 
Away, I say ; thou shalt know more hereafter : 
Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rod.] — Two things are to be 

done, — 
My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress ; 
I'll set her on ; 

Myself the while to di*aw the Moor apart. 
And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife. Ay, that *s the way ; 
DuU not device by colaness and delay. [ExU, 
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ACT IIL 
SCENE I. —Cyprus. J56/or« the Castle. 

Enter Cassio and same Mnsicians. 

CoA Masters, play here, — I will content your pains. 
Something that 's brief; and bid good-morrow, geaeral. 

[Musie, 

Enter Clown, 

Clo. Why, masters, have your instruments been in 
Naples, that they speak i' the nose thus? 

1 Mus. How, sir, how! 

Clo, Are these, I pray you, wind instruments? 

1 Mus, Ay, marry, are they, sir. 

Clo. 0, thereby hangs a tale. 

1 Mils. Whereby hangs a tale, sir? 

Clo, Marry, sir, by many a wind instrument that T know. 
But, masters, here's money for you: and the general so 
likes your music that he desires you, for love's sake, to 
make no more noise with it. 

1 Mus, Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo, If you have any music that may not be heard, to't 
again : but, as they say, to hear music the general does not 
greatly care. 

1 Mus. We have none such, sir. 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for Til away : 
go ; vanish into air ; away. [Exeunt Musicians. 

Cos. Dost thou hear, mine honest friend? 

Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend ; I hear you. 

Cas. Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets. There 's a poor piece 
of gold for thee: if the gentlewoman that attends the 
general's wife be stirring, teU her there 's one Cassio entreats 
her a little favour of speech : wilt thou do this? 

Clo. She is stirring, sir; if she will stir hither I shall 
seem to notify unto her. 

Cas. Do, good my friend. [Exit Clown. 

Enter Iaoo. 

In happy time, lago. 

logo. You have not been a-bed, tnen? 

Cas. Why, no ; the day had broke 
Before we p^uiied. I have made bold, lago^ 
To send in to your wife : my suit to her 
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Is, that she will to yirtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 

lago, ril send her to you presently ; 

And I'll devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and business 
May be more free. 

Ca8. I humbly thank you for*t. [Exit Iago.] I never a^iiew 
A Florentine more kind and honest. 

Enter Emilia. 

EmiL Good-morrow, good lieutenant : I am sony 
For your displeasure ; but all will soon be well. 
The general and his wife are talking of it ; 
And she speaks for you stoutly : the Moor replies 
That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus, 
And great affinity, and that, in wholesome wisdom. 
He might not but refuse you ; but he protests he loves yoo. 
And needs no other suitor but his likings 
To take the saf 'st occasion by the front 
To bring you in again. 

Cds, Yet, I beseech you, — 

If you think fit, or that it may be done, — 
Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemon alone. 

EmU. Pray you, come in : 

I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom fre^y. 

Caa. I am much bound to yon. 

[ExeunL 

SCENE IL— Cyprus. A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen. 

0th, These letters give, Iago, to the pilot ; 
And by him do my duties to the senate : 
That done, I will be walking on tiie works ; 
Repair there to me. 

Iago. Well, my good lord, I'll do't. 

0th. This fortification, gentlemen, — shall we see't? 

Gent, We'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt, 



SCENE III.— Cyprus. The Garden of the Castle 

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia. 

Des. Be thou assur'd, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalt 
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Emil. Good madam, do : 1 warrant it grieves my husband 
As if the case were his. 

Des. O, that's an honest fellow. — Do not doubt, Cassio^ 
But I will have my lord and yon again 
As friendly as you were. 

Caa, Bounteous madam. 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 
He 's never anything but your true servant. 

Des. I knoVt, — I thank you. You do love my lord: 
^Tou have known him long ; and be you well assur'd 
He shall in strangeness stand no further off 
Than in a politic distance. 

Cds, Ay, but, lady, 

That policy may either last so long, 
Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet, 
Or breed itself so out of circumstance, 
That, I being absent, and my place supplied, 
My general will forget my love and service. 

Des. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here 
I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee, 
If I do vow a friendship, I'll perform it 
To the last article : my lord imall never rest ; 
I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience; 
fUs bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift: 
I'il intermingle everything he does 
With Cassio^ suit : therefore be merry, Cassio ; 
For thy solicitor shall rather die 
Than give thy cause away. 

Emu, Madam, here comes 

My lord. 

Cos, Madam, Til take my leave. 

Des, Why, stay, 

And hear me speak. 

Cos. Madam, not now : I am very ill at ease. 
Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Des. Well, do your c^retion. [Exit CikfiSio. 

Enter Othello and I ago. 

I ago. Ha! I like not that. 

0th, What dost thou say ? 

I ago. Nothing, my lord : or if— I know not what. 

0th, Was not that Cassio parted from my wife? 

lago. Cassio, my lord ! No, sure, I cannot think it^ 
That he would steal away so guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 
' 0^ I do believe 'twas ha 
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Dea, How now, my lord! 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

0th. Who is't you mean? 

Des. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good my lord. 
If I have any grace or power to move you, 
His present reconciliation take ; 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honest face : 
I pr'ythee, call him back. 

Ot?L Went he hence now? 

Des. Ay, sooth ; so humbled 
That he liath left part of his grief with me. 
To suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

0th, Not now, sweet Desdemon; some other time. 

Des. But shallot be shortly? 

0th, The sooner, sweet, for yon. 

Des. Shallot be to-night at supper? 

0th, No, not to-night. 

Des, To-morrow dinner, then? 

0th, I shall not dine at home; 

I meet the captains at the citadel. 

Des, Why, then, to-morrow night ; or Tuesday mom ; 
On Tuesday noon, or night ; on Wednesday mom : — 
I pr'ythee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith, he 's penitent ; 
And yet his trespass, in our common reason, — 
Save that, they say, the wars must make examples 
Out of the best, — is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check. When shall he come? 
Tell me, Othello : 1 wonder in my soul 
What you would ask me that I should deny, 
Or stand so mammering on. What! Michael Cassio, 
That came a-wooing with you ; and so many a tim^ 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly, 
Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do 
To bring him in ! Trust me, I could do much, — 

0th, iVythee, no more ; let him come when he will ; 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Des. Why, this is not a boon ; 

'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves, 
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm. 
Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit 
To your own person : nay, when I have a suit 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 
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It shall he full of poise and difficult weight. 
And fearful to he granted. 

0th. I will deny thee nothing: 

Whereon, I do heseech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to myself 

Dea. Shall I deny you? no: farewell, my lord. 

0th, Farewell, my Desdemooa : I'll come to thee straight. 

Des. Emilia, come. — Be as your fancies teach you ; 
Whatever you be, I am obedient. [Exit with Emilia. 

OtK Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my soul. 
But I do love thee! and when I love thee not 
Chaos is come again. 

I ago. My noble lord, — 

0th. What dost thou say, lago? 

I ago. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd my lady. 
Know of your love? 

0th. He did, from first to last : why dost thou ask? 

lago. But for a satisfaction of my thought; 
No further harm. 

0th, Why of thy thought, Tago ? 

Ia>go, I did not tniiik he had been acquainted with 
her. 

0th, O, yes ; and went between us very oft. 

lago. Indeed! 

OtK Indeed! ay, indeed: — discern' st thou aught in thatt 
Is he not honest? 

Ja^o. Honest, my lord ! 

0th, Honest! ay, honest. 

Ia{jo. My lord, for aught I know. 

0th. What dost thou think? 

lago. Think, my lord! 

0th, Think, my lord! 

By heaven, he echoes me^ 
As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. — Thou dost mean something: 
I heard thee say even now, — thou lik'dst not that. 
When Cassio left my wife: what didst not like? 
And when I told thee he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst. Indeed! 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou dost love me. 
Show me thy thought. 

la^o. My lord, you know I love you. 

0th, I thuik thou dosi^ 

And, — for I know thou*rt fall of love and honesty, 
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And weigli'st tliy words before thou giv'st them breath, — 

Therefore these stops of thine frisht me the more : 

For such things in a false disloy^ knave 

Are tricks of custom ; but in a man that's just 

They're close delations, working from the heart. 

That passion cannot rule. 

lagQ. For Michael Cassio, 

[ dare be sworn I think that he is honest. 

0th. I think so too. 

logo. Men should be what they seem; 

Or those that be not, would they might seem none ! 

0th, Certain, men should be what they seem. 

la^o. Why, then. 

I think Cassio *s an honest man. 

OtK Nay, yet there's more in this : 
I pr'ythee, speak to me as to thy thinkings. 
As thou dost ruminate; and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

lago. Good my lord, pardon me : 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all daves are free ta 
Utter my thoughts? Why, say they are vile and false^^- 
As where 's that palace whereunto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast so pure 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets and law-days, and in session sit 
With meditations lawftil? 

Oth, Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago. 
If thou but think' st him wrong'd, and mak'st his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

lago. I do beseech you, — 

Though I perchance am vicious in my guess, 
As, I confess, it is my nature's 'blague 
To spy into abuses, and of my j alousy 
Shape faults that are not, — that your wisdom yet, 
From one that so imperfectly conceits. 
Would take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance : — 
It were not for your quiet nor your good. 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom. 
To let you know my thoughts. 

Oth. What dost thou mean? 

lago. Good name in man and woman, dear my lord. 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 

Who steals my purse steals trash; *tis something, nothing; 
*Twad mine, 'tis his, uid has been slave to thoiuuaids; 
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But he that filches from me m}r good name 
Bobs me of that which not enriches him, 
And makes me poor indeed. 

0th, By heaveli, I'll know thy thoughts. 

lago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody. 

0th, Ha! 

logo, 0, beware, my lord, of jealousy; 
It is the green -ey'd monster which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on : that cuckold lives in bliss 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger; 
But, 0, what damned minutes teUs he o*er 
Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet strongly lovesl 

0th, O misery! 

lago. Poor and content is rich, and rich enough; 
But riches fineless is as poor as winter 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor : — 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy! 

0th, Why, why is this? 

Think'st thou I*d make a life of jealousy, 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions? No ; to be once in doubt 
Is once to be resolv'd : exchange me for a goat 
When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufilicate and blown surmises. 
Matching thy infereuce. 'Tis not to make me jealouay 
To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt ; 
For she had eyes, and chose me. No, lago ; 
I'll see before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 
Ajid, on the proof, there is no more but this,— 
Away at once with love or jealousy! 

Jago, I am glad of it ; for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound. 
Receive it from me : — I speak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife; observe her well with Cassio; 
Wear your eye thus, not jealous nor secure : 
I would not have your free and noble nature, 
Out of self-bounty, be abus'd ; look to't : 
I know our countrv disposition well; 
In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 
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They dare not show their husbands ; their best conscifiDoe 
Is not to leave undone, but keep unknown. 

0th, Dost thou say so? 

lago. She did deceive her father, marrying you; 
And when she seemed to shake and fear your looks. 
She lov'd them most. 

Olh, And so she did. 

logo. Why, go to, then; 

She that, so young, could give out such a seeming, 
To seal her father's eyes up close as oak, — 
He thought 'twas witehcrafb, — Biit I am much to blame; 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 

0th, I am bound to thee for ever. 

/o^o. I see this hath a little dnrh'd your spirits.' 

Oih, Not a jot, not a jot. 

logo. Trust me, I fear it has. 

I hope you will consider what is spoke 
Comes from my love ; — but I do see you're mov'd: — 
I am to pray you not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues nor to larger reach 
Than to suspicion. 

Oih. I will not. 

logo. Should you do so, my lord. 

My speech should fall into such vile success 
Which my thoughts aim'd not. Cassio's my worthy friend :— 
My lord, I see you're mov'd. 

Oth, No, not much mov'd : 

I do not think but Desdemona's honest. 

logo. Long live she so! and long live you to think so! 

0th. And yet, how nature erring from itselJ^ — 

logo. Ay, there's the point : — as, — ^to be bold with you,— 
Not to affect many proposed matches 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree. 
Whereto we see in all things nature tends, — 
Foh ! one may smell in such a will most rank. 
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural : — 
But pardon me : I do not in position 
Distmctly speak of her ; though I may fear 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
May fall to mate a you with her country forms. 
And hapi)ily repent. 

0th, Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more; 
Set on thy wife to observe : leave me, lago. 

iayo. My lord, I take my leave. \fjhingm 
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0th. Why did I marry ? — ^This honest creature doubtless 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he uiifolds. 

lago. [returning,'] My lord, I would I might entreat your 
To scan this tiling no further ; leave it to time : [honour 
Although 'tis fit that Cassio have his place, — 
For, sure, he fills it up with great ability, — 
Yet, if you please to hold him off awhile. 
You shall by that perceive him and his means: 
Note if your lady strain his entertainment 
With any strong or vehement importunity ; 
Much will be seen in that. In the meantime 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears, — 
As worthy cause I have to fear I am, — 
And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 

0th. Fear not my government. 

lago. I once more take my leave. [EjU, 

0th. This fellow's of exceeding honesty, 
And knows all qualities, with a Teamed spirit. 
Of human dealings. If I do prove her hagganl. 
Though that her jesses were my dear heai-t-strings, 
I*d whistle her off, and let her down the wind 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black. 
And have not those soft parts of conversation 
That chamberers have ; or, for I am declined 
Into the vale of years, — ^yet that's not much. 
She's gone; I am abus'd; and my relief 
Must be to loathe her. O curse of marriage. 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours, 
Ajid not their appetites! I had rather be a toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the thing I love 
For others' uses. Yet 'tis the plague of great ones; 
Prerogativ'd are they less than the base ; 
'Tis destiny unshu unable, like death : 
Even then this forked plague is fated to us 
Wlien we do quicken. Desdemona comes : 
If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself 1 — 
m not believe 't. 

Re-enter Desdemona and Emilia. 

Des. How now, my dear Othello! 

Your dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

Oth. I am to blame. 

De8. Why do you speak so faintly? 

Arc you not well? 
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0th. I have a pain upon my forehead here; 

Des. Faith, that's with watching; 'twill away again : 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be welL 

0th. Your napkin is too little ; 

[He puts the hxindkerchieffrom him, and she drops U, 
Let it alone. Come, I'll go in with you. 

Des. I am very sorry that you are not well. 

[JSxeunt 0th. and Dss. 

Emit. I am glad I have found this napkin : 
This was her first remembrance from the Moor: 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to steal it ; but she so loves the token, — 
For he conjur'd her she should ever keep it, — 
That she reserves it evermore about her 
To kiss and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en out, 
And give't lago : 

What he'll do with it heaven knows, not I ; 
I nothing but to please his fantasy. 

Jie-enter Iago. 

lago. How now! what do you here alone? 

Emit. Do not you chide; I have a thing for you. 

Iago. A thing for me I — ^it is a common thing. 

JEmM. Ha! 

Jago. To have a foolish wife. 

Emil. O, is that all ? What will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief? 

/ago. What handkerchief? 

Emil. What handkerchief ! 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona; 
That which so often you did bid me steal. 

Jago. Hast stol'n it from her? 

Ettiil. No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence, 
And, to the advantage, I, being here, tock't up. 
Look, here it is. 

Iago. A good wench ; give it me. 

EmiL What will you do with t, that you have been so 
To have me filch it? [earnest 

Iago. Why, what's that to you? 

[Snatching it, 

Emil. If it be not for some purpose of import, 
Give't me again : poor lady, she'll run mad 
When she shall lack it. 

Iago. Be not acknown on't ; I have use for it. 
Go, leave me. [Exit Emilia. . 
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I will in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin. 

And let him find ib. Trifles light as air 

Are to the jealous confirmations strong 

As proofs of holy writ : this may do something. 

The Moor already chanj^es with my poison : 

Dangerous conceits are m their natures i>oisons. 

Which at the first are scarce found to distaste. 

But, with a little act upon the blood, 

Bum like the mines of sulphur. — I did say so: — 

Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor mandragora, 

Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 

Which thou ow*dst yesterday. 

Ite-enter Othello. 

0th, Ha ! ha ! false to me? 

lago. Why, how now, general! no more of that. 

0th. Avaunt ! be gone! thou hast set me on the rack :•— 
I swear *tis better to be much abus'd 
Than but to kuow't a little. 

lago. How now, my lord ! 

0th. What sense had I of her stol'n hours of lust? 
I saw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me : 
I slept the next night well, was fi*ee and merry ; 
I found not Cassio^s kisses on her lips : 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stol'n, 
Let him not know't, and he 's not robb'd at alL 

logo. I am sorry to hear this. 

0th, I had been happy if the general camp. 
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body, 
So I had nothing known. O, now, for ever 
Farewell the tranquil mind! farewell content! 
Farewell the plumed troop and the big wars 
That make ambition virtue! O, farewell! 
Farewell the neighing steed and the shrill trump, 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-j)iercing fife, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war ! 
And, O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell! Othello's occupation's gone! 

/ago. Is't j)08sible, my lord? — 

Otru Villain, be sure thou piove my love a whore, — 

[Taking him by t/ie throat 
Be sure of it ; give me the ocular proof; 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul. 
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Thou hadst been better have been bom a dog 
Than answer my wak'd wrath! 

I ago, Is't come to this? 

Otiu Make me to see't ; or, at the least, so prove it 
That the probation bear no hinge nor loop 
To hang a doubt on ; or woe upon thy lire 1 

lago. My noble lord, — 

Om, If thou dost slander her and torture me, 
Never pray more; abandon all remorse; 
On horror s head horrors accumulate ; 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz*d; 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add 
Greater th^ that. 

lobgo, grace! heaven forgive me ! 

Are you a man? have you a soul or g«nse? — 
God b' wi' you ; take mine office. — wretched fool. 
That liVst to make thine honesty a vice! — 

monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O world. 
To be direct and honest is not safe. — 

1 thank you for this profit ; and from hence 
I'll love no friend, sith love breeds such offence. 

0th, Nay, stay : — thou shouldst be honest. 

logo. I should be wise ; for honesty 's a fool, 
And loses that it works for. 

0th. By the world, 

I think my wife be honest, and think she is not ; 
I think that thou art just, and think thou art not : 
I'll have some proof: her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian's visage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own face. — If there be cords or knives, 
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 
I'll not endure' t. — Would I were satisfied! 

lago. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion : 
r do repent me that I put it to you. 
You would be satisfied? 

0th. Would! nay, I wilL 

lago. And may: but how? how satisfied, my lord? 
Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on, — 
Behold her tupp'd? 

0th, Death and damnation! O! 

lago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring them to that prospect : damn them, then. 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster 
More than their own ! What then? how then? 
What shall I say? Where 's satisfaction? 
It is impossible you should see this, 



BCESE 111. THE MOOR OF VENICE. 3G9 

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say, 
If imputation and strong circumstances, — 
Which lead directly to the door of truth, — 
Will give you satisfaction, you may have't. 

0th. Give me a living reason she ^s disloyal. 

Jago. I do not like the ofhce : 
But, sith I am enter'd in this cause so lar, — 
Prick'd to it by foolish honesty and love, — 
1 will go on. I lay with Cassio lately ; 
And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul 
That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs : 
One of this kind is Cassio : 
In sleep I heard him say. Sweet Desdemona^ 
Let us be wary^ let us hide our loves; 
And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand, 
Cry, O sweet creature! and then kiss me hard. 
As if he pluck'd up kisses by the roots. 
That grew upon my lips : then laid his leg 
Over my thigh, and sigh'd, and kiss'd ; and then 
Cried, Cursed fate that gave thee to the Moor/ 

0th, O monstrous! monstrous! 

lago. Nay, this was but his drcatUi 

0th. But this denoted a foregone conclusi6n : 
Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 

lago. And this may help to thicken other proofs 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

OtJu m tear her all to pieces. 

lago. Nay, but be wise : yet we see nothing done; 
She may be honest j^et. Tell me but this, — 
Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief 
Spotted with strawberries in your wife's hand? 

0th. I gave her such a one ; 'twas my first gift. 

lago. I know not that : but such a handkerchief^ — 
1 am sure it was your wife's, — did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

OtL If it be that,— 

logo. If it be that, or any that was hers. 
It speaks aeainst her with the other proofe. 

Oih. O, that the slave had forty thousand Uvea, — 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge ! 
Now do I see 'tis true. — Look here, lago; 
All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven: 

VOL. VL 2 B 
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Tia gone. — 

Arise, black vengeance, from the hollow hell! 
Yield up, O love, thy crown and hearted throne 
To tyrannous hate! swell, bosom, with thy fraught^ 
For 'tis of aspics' tongues I 

logo. Yet be cont^t. 

0th. 0, blood, lago, blood! 

Ictgo, Patience, I say ; your mind perhaps may change. 

0th. Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea. 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontic and the Hellespont ; 
Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 
Shall ne'er look back, ne%r ebb to humble luve, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up. — Now, by yond marble heaven. 
In the due reverence of a sacred vow {KneeU, 

I here engage my words. 

lago. Do not rise yet— {KnecU^ 

Witness, you ever-burning lights above, 
You elements that clip us round about,— 
Witness that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othello's service! Let him command. 
And to obev shall be in me remorse, 
Wliat blooay business ever. 

0th. I greet thy love, 

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous. 
And will upon the instant put thee to't? 
Within these three days let me hear thee say 
That Cassio 's not alive. 

lago. My friend is dead ; 'tis done at your request : 
But let her live. 

0th. Damn her, lewd minx! O, damn her! 

Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw 
To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 

lago. I am your own for ever. [Eoceuni^ 



SCENE IV. -^Cyprus. Before the Castle. 

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, and Clown. 

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where Lieutenant Cassio lies? 
Ch. I dare not say he lies anywhere. 
De9. Why, man? 
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Clo, He 's a soldier ; and for one to say a soldier lies is 
stabbing. 

Dea, Goto: where lodges he? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges is to tell you where I lie. 

Dea, Can anything be made of this? 

Clo, I know not where he lodges ; and for me to devise 
a lodging, and say he lies here or he lies there were to lie 
in mine own throat. 

Dea, Can you inquire him out, and be edified by report? 

Clo, I will catechize the world for him ; that is, make 
questions, and by them answer. 

Dea. Seek. him, bid him come hither: tell him I have 
moved my lord on his behalf, and hope all will be well. 

Clo. To do this is within the compass of man's wit ; and 
therefore I will attempt the doing it. {^J^xiL 

Dea. Where should I lose that handkerchief Emilia? 

EmiL I know not, madam. 

Dea. Believe me, I had rather have lost my purse 
Full of crusadoes : and, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

£mil. Is he not jealous? 

Des. Who, he? I think the sun where he was bom 
Drew all such humours from him. 

EmU. liook, where he comes. 

Dea. I will not leave him now tUl Cassio 
Be call'd to him. 

Enter Othello. 

How is't with you, my lord? 

OtK Well, my good lady. — [A aide.] O, hardness to 
dissemble ! — 
How do you, Desdemona? 

Dea. Well, my good lord. 

0th, Give me your hand : this hand is moist, my lady. 

Dea. It yet hath felt no age nor known no sorrow. 

0th. This argues fmitfulness and liberal heart : — 
Hot, hot, and moist: this hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer, 
Much castigation, exercise devout; 
For here 's a young and sweating devil here 
Hiat commonly r^els. *Tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 

Dea. You may indeed say so; 

For 'twas that hand that gave away my heartb 
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0th, A liberal hand : the hearts of old gave bauds ; 
But our uew heraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Dea, I cannot 8X)eak of this. Come now, your promise. 

Oth, What promise, chuck? 

Des, I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with you. 

Otiu I have a salt and sorry rheum onends me; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 

De8, Here, my lord. 

0th, That which I gave you. 

De8. I have it not about me. 

0th, Not? 

Des, No, indeed, my lord. 

0th, That is a fault. ] 

That handkerchief 

Dicl an Egyptian to my mother give ; | 

She was a charmer, and could almost read ; 

The thoughts of people : she told her, while she kept it^ 
'Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father | 

Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it, 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his spirits should hunt 
After new fEincies : she, dying, gave it me ; 
And bid me, when my fete woiud have me wive. 
To give it her. I did so : and take heed on't ; 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 
To lose't or giv't away were such perdition 
As nothing else could match. 

Des, Is*t possible? 

0th, 'Tie true : there 's magic in the web of it : 
A sibyl, that had numbered in the world 
The sun to course two hundred compasses, 
In her prophetic fury sew'd the work ; 
The worms were hallow'd that did breed the silk ; 
And it was dy'd in mummy which the skilful 
Conserved of maidens' hearts. 

Des, Indeed! is't true? 

0th. Most veritable ; therefore look to't welL 

Des, Then would to God that I had never seen't ! 

0th. Ha! wherefore? 

Des. Why do you speak so startin^ly and rash ? 

0th. Is't lost? is't gone? speak, is it out of the way? 

Dis. Heaven bless us! 

0th, Say you? 

Des, It is not lost; but what an if it were? 

0th. Howl 

Des, I say, it is not lost. 
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0th, FetcVt, let me see't. 

Des, Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now. 
This is a tnck to i)ut me from my suit: 
Pray you, let Cassio be receiv'd again. 

th, Fetch me the handkerchief: my mind misgives. 

Des. Come, come; 
You'll never meet a more sufficient man. 

0th, The handkerchief ! 

Des, I pray, talk me of Cassio. 

0th, The handkerchief I 

Des, A man that all his time 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love, 
Shar'd dangers with you, — 

0th. The handkerchief! 

Des. In sooth, you are to blame. 

0th. Away! [Exit 

EmU. Is not this man jealous? 

Des. I ne'er saw this befora 
Sure there's some wonder in this handkerchief : 
I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emil, 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man : 
They are aU but stomachs, and we all but food : 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full, 
They belch us. — Look you, — Cassio and my husband. 

Enter Cassio arid Iaoo. 

lago. There is no other way ; 'tis she must do't : 
And, lo, the happiness! go and importune her. 

Des. How now, good Cassio! what's the news with you? 

Cas. Madam, my former suit : I do beseech you 
That by your virtuous means I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love, 
"Whom I, with all the office of my heart. 
Entirely honour : I would not be delay'd. 
If my offence be of such mortal kind 
That nor my service past, nor present sorrows, 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, 
Can ransom me into his love again. 
But to know so must be my benetit ; 
So shall I clothe me in a forc'd content, 
And shut myself up in some other course, 
To fortune's alms. 

Des. Alas, thrice-gentle Cassio! 

My advocation is not now in tune : 
My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him. 
Were he in favour as in humour alter'd. 
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So help me every spirit sanctified. 

As I have spoken for you all my best. 

And stood within the blank of his displeasure 

For my free speech ! You must awhile be patient : 

What I can do I will ; and more I will 

Than for myself I dare : let that suffice yd!L 

J ago. Is my lord angry? 

EmiL He went hence but now. 

And certainly in strange unquietness. 

lago. Can he be angry? I nave seen the cannon. 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air, 
And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puff'd his own brother; — and can he be angry? 
Something of moment, then : I will go meet him : 
There 's matter in*t indeed if he be angry. 

Dea, I pr'ythee, do so. \ExU Llgo.J Something, sure, of 
state, — 
Either from Venice, or some unhatch*d practice 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to Mm, — 
Hath puddled his clear spirit, and in such cases 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things. 
Though great ones are their object. 'Tis even so ; 
For let our linger ache, and it endues 
Our other healthful members even to that sense 
Of pain : nay, we must think men are not gods, 
Nor of them look for such observancy 
As fits the bridal. — Beshrew me much, ^^1111115^^ 
I was, — unhandsome warrior as I am, — 
Arraigning his unkindness with my soul ; 
But now I find I had subom'd the witness, 
And he's indicted falsely. 

EmU. Pray heaven it be state matters, as you think. 
And no conception nor no jealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Des. Alas the day, I never gave him cause ! 

EmiL But jealous souls will not be answer'd so ; 
They are not ever jealous for the cause. 
But jealous for they are jealous : 'tis a monster 
Begot upon itself, born on itself. 

Ves. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's mind I 

EmiL Lady, amen. 

Des. I will go seek him. — Cassio, walk hereabout: 
If I do find him fit, t '11 move your suit, 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 

Cos. I humbly thank your ladyship. 

[Exeunt DmD&noaA and Emilia. 
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Enter Bianca. 

Bian, Save you, friend Cassio! 

Cos, What make yon from home? 

ITow is it with you, my most fair Bianca? 
I' faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 

Bian. And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
What, keep a week away? seven days and nights? 
Eight score eight hours? and lovers' absent hours. 
More tedious than the dial eight score times? 

weary reckoning! 

CcLs, Pardon me, Bianca : 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been pressed; 
But I shall in a more continuate time 

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 

[Gimng her Desdemona's handkerchi^. 
Take me this work out. 

Bian, Cassio, whence came this? 

This is some token from a newer firiend : 
To the felt absence now I feel a cause : 
Is't come to this? Well, welL 

Cos. Go to, woman! 

Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth. 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now 
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance: 
Ko, in good troth, Bianca. 

Bian. Why, whose is it? 

Cos. I know not neither : I found it in my chamber. 
I like the work well : ere it be demanded, — 
As like enough it will, t— I'd have it copied: 
Take it, and do't ; and leave me for this time. 

Bian, Leave you ! wherefore? 

Cos. I do attend here on the general; 
And tliink it no addition, nor my wish, 
To have him see me woman'd. 

Bian. Why, I pray you? 

Cas. Not that I love you not. 

Bian, But that you do not love me, 

I pray you, bring me on the way a little ; 
And say if I shall see you soon at night. 

Cas. 'Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For I attend here : but I'll see you soon. 

Bian, 'Tis very good; I must be circumstanc'd. [Exeunt^ 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE L— Cyprus. Btfore the Castlt, 

Enter Othello and LiGO. 

fago. Will you think ao? 

oik. Think so, lago? 

logo, What^ 

To kiss in private ? 

0th, An unauthoriz'd kiss. 

lago. Or to be naked with her friend in bed 
An hour or more, not meaning any harm? 

0th. Naked in bed, lago, and not mean harm! 
It is hypocrisy against the devil : 
They that mean virtuously, and yet do so, 
The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heayen. 

la^o. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial slip : 
But if I rive my wife a handkerchief, — 

0th. What then? 

lago. Why, then, 'tis hers, my lord; and, being hen. 
She may, I think, bestow't on any man. 

0th. She is protectress of her honour too : 
May she rive that? 

logo. Her honour is an essence that's not seen; 
They have it very oft that have it not : 
But, for the handkerchief, — 

0th. By heaven, I would most gladly have forgot it :^- 
Thou said'st, — 0, it comes o'er my memory 
As doth the raven o'er the infected house, 
Boding to all, — he had my handkerchief. 

Jago. Ay, what of that? 

0th, That 's not so good now. 

Ia{fo. What^ 

If I had said I had seen him do you wrong? 
Or heard him say, — as knaves be such abroad. 
Who having, by their own importimate suit. 
Or voluntary dotasje of some mistress. 
Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose 
But they must blab, — 

0th. Hath he said anything? 

lago. He hath, my lord ; but be you well assured. 
No more than he'll unswear. 

0th. What hath he said? 

iuyo. Faith, that he did, — I know not what he did. 



gCENE I. THE MOOR OF VENICE. 377 



0th, What? what? 

logo. Lie, — 

0th. With her? 

logo. With her, on her ; what you wilL 

0th, Lie with her ! lie on her ! — ^We say lie on her when 
they belie her. — Lie with her! that *8 fulsome. — Handker- 
chief — confessions, — handkerchief! — To confess, and be 
hauj^ed for his labour ; — first, to be hanged, and then to 
coniess. — I tremble at it. Nature would not invest herself 
in such shadowing passion without some instruction. It is 
not words that snake me thus: — pish! — noses, ears, and 
lips. — Is't possible? — Confess, — Imndkerchief ! — devil! — 

[Falls in a trance* 

lago. Work on. 
My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools are caught; 
And many worthy and chaste dames even thus. 
All guiltless, meet reproach. — ^What, hoi my lordl 
My lord, I say! Othello! 

Enter Cassio. 

How now, Cassio I 

Ciow. What's the matter? 

logo. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy : 
This is his second fit ; he had one yesterday. 

Cos, Hub him aboat the temples. 

logo. No, forbear; 

The letiiarcy must have his quiet course : 
If not, he loams at mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs : 
Do you withdraw yourself a httle while. 
He will recover straight : when he is gone, 
I would on great occasion speak with you. [Exit CASSia 
How is it, general? have you not hurt your head? 

0th, Dost thou mock me? 

lago, I mock you ! no, by heaven. 

Would you would bear your fortune like a man! 

0th. A homed man 's a monster and a beast. 

lago. There 's many a beast, then, in a populous city, 
And many a civil monster. 

0th, Did he confess it? 

lago. Good sir, be a man; 

Think every bearded fellow that 's but yok'd 
May draw with you : there *s millions now alive 
That nightly lie in those unproper beds 
Which they dare swear peculiar : your case is better. 
O, 'tis the spite of hell, the fiend's arch-mock^ 
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To lip a wanton in a secure conch, 

And to suppose her chaste! No, let me know ; 

And knowing what I am, I know what she shall be. 

0th, 0, thou art wise ; *tis certain. 

I ago. Stand you awhile apart; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list 
Whilst you were here o'erwhelmed with your grie^— 
A passion most unsuiting such a man,— 
Cassio came hither : I smffced him away, 
And laid good 'scuse upon your ecstasy ; 
Bade him anon return, and here speak with me ; 
The which he promis'd. Do but encave yourselJEi 
And mark the tieers, the gibes, and notable scomsi 
That dwell in every region of his face ; 
For I will make him tell the tale anew, — 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife : 
I say, but mark his gesture. MaiTy, patience; 
Or I shall say you are all in all in spleen, 
And nothing of a man. 

Oih. Dost thou hear, lago? 

I will be found most cunning in my patience ; 
But, — dost thou hear? — most bloody. 

lago. That *s not amiss ; 

But yet keep time in alL Will you withdraw ? 

[Othello V3ithdraw8m 

Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 

A housewife that, by selling her desires. 

Buys herself bread aud clothes : it is a creature 

That dotes on Cassio, — as 'tis the strumpet's plague 

To beguile many and be beguil'd by one : — 

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 

From the excess of laughter : — here he comes : — 

As he shall smile Othello shall go mad ; 

And his unbookish jealousy must construe 

Poor Cassio' s smiles, gestures, and light behaviour 

Quite in the wrong. 

Be-enter Cassio. 

How do you now, lieutenant ? 

Cas, The worser that you give me the addition 
Whose want even kills me. 

lago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure on't. 
Now, if this suit lay in Bianca's power, {Speaking lower. 
How quickly should you spt«d ! 

Ca^. Alas, poor caitiff I 
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0th. [aside.] Look, how lie laughs already I 

Jago. I never knew woman love man so. 

Cos, Alas, poor rogue ! I think, i' faith, she loves me. 

0th. [aside.] Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out 

Jago. Do you hear, Cassio ? 

0th. [aside,] Now he importunes him 

To tell it o'er: — go to; well said, well said. 

lago. She gives it out that you shall marry her : 
Do you intend it ? 

Ca«. Ha. ha, ha! 

0th. [aside.] Do you triomph, Koman? do you triumph? 

Cos. I marry her ! — what, a customer 1 I pr'ythee, bear 
some charity to my wit ; do not think it so unwholesome :— 
ha, ha, ha! 

Ot/b. [aside.] So, so, so, so: they laugh that win. 

Jago. Faith, the cry goes that you shall marry her. 

Cgw. Pr'jrthee, say true. 

Jago, I am a very villain else. 

0th, [a^ide.] Have you scored me? WelL 

(7cm. This is the monkey's own giving out : she is per- 
suaded I will marry her, out of her own love and flattery, 
nut out of my promise. 

0th, [aside.] lago beckons me ; now he begins the story. 

Cos. She was here even now-; she haimte me in every 
place. I was the other day talking on the sea-bank witn 
certain Venetians, and thither comes the bauble, and falls 
thus about my neck, — 

0th. [aside.] Crying, O dear Cassio/ as it were: his 
gesture imports it. 

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me; so hales, 
and pulls me: — ha, ha, ha! 

Oth. [aside.] Now he tells how she plucked him to my 
cl) amber. 0, I see that nose of yours, but not that dog I 
shall throw it to. 

(7cw. Well, I must leave her company. 

Jago. Before me! look where she comes. 

Cos, *Tis such another fitchew ! marry, a perfumed one. 

Enter Bianca. 

What do you mean by this haunting of me? 

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you ! What did 
you mean by that same handkerchief you gave me even 
now? I was a fine fool to take it. I must take out the 
work? — A likely j>iece of work that you should find it in 
your chamber, and not know who left it thei*e! This is 
tome minx's token, and I must take out the work? There. 
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— give it your hobby-horse: wheresoever you had it, 1*11 
take out no work on't. 

Cos. How now, my sweet Bianca! how now! how now! 

0th \a8ide,'\ By heaven, that should be my handkerchief I 

Bian. An you'll come to supper to-night, you may ; an 
you will not, come when you are next prepared for. [Exit, 

logo. After her, after her. 

Cos. Faith, I must ; she'll rail in the street else. 

Jago, Will you sup there? 

Caa. Faith, I intend so. 

logo. Well, I may chance to see you; for I would very 
fSadn speak with you. 

Cos, Pr'ythee, come; will you? 

Jmjo, Go to ; say no more. [Exit Cassioi. 

0th. [coming fonoard.] How shall I murder him, lago? 

Jago, Did you perceive how he laughed at his vice? 

Oih. Olaco! 

lago. And did you see the handkerchief? 

Oih. Was that mine? 

la^o. Yours, by this hand : and to see how he prizes thu 
foolish woman your wife! she gave it him, and he hath 
given it his whore. 

0th. I would have him nine years a-killing. — ^A fine 
woman! a fair woman ! a sweet woman! 

lago. Nay, you must forget that. 

OiL Ay, let her rot, and perist, and be danmed to-night ; 
for she shall not live : no, my heart is turned to stone ; I 
strike it, and it hurts my hand. — 0, the world hath not a 
sweeter creature : she might lie by an emperor's side, and 
command him tasks. 

Jago, Nay, that 's not your way. 

0th. Hang her ! I do but say what she is : — so delicate 
with her needle! — an admirable musician! O, she will sing 
the sava^eness out of a bear! — Of so high and plenteous 
wit and mvention! — 

Jago, She 's the worse for all this. 

OtL 0, a thousand thousand times: — and then of so 
gentle a condition ! 

Jago, Ay, too gentle. 

oih, N^y, that 's certain: — but yet the pity of it, lago! 
lago, the pity of it, lago ! 

Jago. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give her patent 
to offend ; for, if it touch not you, it comes near nobody. 

Otk I will chop her into messes. — Cuckold me 1 

la^o, 0, 'tis foul in her. 

Oth, With mine officer 1 
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lago. That 's fouler. 

0th. Get me some poison, lago; this night.— 1*11 not 
expostulate with her, lest her body and beauty unprovide 
my mind again : — this night, lago. 

Idgo, Do it not with poison; strangle her in her bed, 
even the bed she hath contaminated. 

0th, Good, good : the justice of it pleases : very good. 

logo. And for Cassio, — ^let me be his undertaker : you shall 
hear more by midnight. 

0th. Excellent good. [A trumpet wUhin.'] What trumpet 
is that same? 

lago. Something from Venice, sure. 'Tis Lodovico 
Come from the duke : and, see, your wife is with him. 

Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, and Attendants. 

Lod, Save you, worthy general ! 

0th. With all my heart, sir. 

Lod, The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

[Oives him a packet 

0th, I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 

[Opens the packet and reads, 

Des, And what's the news, good cousin Lodovico? 

lago, I am very glad to see you, signior ; 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thank ^ou. How does Lieutenant Cassio? 

lago. Lives, sir. 

Des. Cousin, there 's fall'n between him and my lord 
A^n unkind breach : but you shall make all welL 

0th, Are you sure of that? 

Des. My lord? 

0th. [reads.] This fail you not to do a^ you will, — 

Lod, He did not call ; he 's busy in the pa}>er. 
Is there division 'twixt my lord and Cassio? 

Des, A most unhappy one : I would do much 
To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio. 

0th, Fire and brimstone ! 

Des, My lord? 

0th, Are you wise? 

Des. What, is he angry? 

Lod, May be the letter mov'd him ; 

For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

Des. Trust me, I am glad on't. 

0th, Indeed: 

Des. My lord? 

0th, I am glad to see you mad. 
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Des. Why, sweet Othello, — 

0th, Devil! [Striking her. 

Des, I have not deserv*d this. 

Lod, My lord, this would not be belieVd in Venice, 
Though I should swear I saw*t : 'tis very much : 
Make her amends; she weeps. 

0th. devil, devil ! 

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears. 
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile. — 
Out of my sight! 

Des, I will not stay to offend you. lOoing, 

Lod, Truly, an obedient lady: — 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

0th, Mistress! 

Des, My lord? 

0th. What would you with her, sir? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord? 

0th. Ay; you did wish that I would make her turn : 
8ir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on. 
And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weep ; 
And she's obedient, as you say, — obedient, — 
Very obedient. — Proceed you in your tears. — 
Concerning this, sir, — well-painted passion ! 
I am conrnianded home. — Get you away ; 
1 11 send for you anon. — Sir, I obey the mandate. 
And will return to Venice. — Hence, avaimt ! [Exit Des. 
Cassio shall have my place. And, sir, to-night, 
1 do entreat that we may sup together : 
You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus. — Goats and monkeys! 

[Exit. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our fall senate 
Call all-in-all sufficient? — Is this the nature 
Whom passion could not shake? whose solid virtue 
The shot of accident nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze nor pierce? 

Fago. He is much cbang'd. 

Lod. Are his wits safe? is he not light of brain? 

logo. He is that he is: I may not breathe my censure. 
What he might be, — if what he might he is not, — 
1 would to heaven he were ! 

Lod. What, strike his wife! 

lago. Faith, that was not so well ; yet would I knew 
That stroke would prove the worst! 

Lod. Is it his use? 

Or did the letters work upon his blood. 
And new-create this fault? 
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logo. Alas, alas! 

It is not honesty in me to speak 

What I have seen and known. You shall observe him ; 
And his own courses will denote him so 
That I may save my speech : do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 

Lod, I am sorry that I am deceived in him. [Exeunt 



SCENE II.— -Cyprus. A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Othello and Emilia. 

Oth, You have seen nothing, then? 

EmU. Nor ever heard, nor ever did suspect. 

Oth. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she together. 

Emit, But then I saw no harm, and then I heard 
Each syllable that breath made up between them. 

Oth. What, did they never whisper? 

EmiL Never, my lord. 

Oth. Nor send you out o' the way? 

EmiL. Never. 

Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, no^* nothing! 

Emit, Never, my lord. 

OtK That 's strange. 

EmU. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest. 
Lay down my soul at stake : if you think other. 
Remove your thought, — it doth abuse your bosom. 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let heaven requite it with the serpent's curse ! 
For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true. 
There *8 no man happy ; the purest of their wives 
Is foul as slander. 

Oth. Bid her come hither. — Go. [^xi^ Emilia. 

She says enough ; — ^yet she 's a simple bawd 
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore, 
A closet-lock-and-key of villanous secrets : 
And yet she'll kneel and pray ; I have seen her do*t. 

Re-enter Emilia vnth Desiemona. 

Dee. My lord, what is your will ? 

Olh. Pray, chuck, come hithfj. 

De8. What is your pleasure? 
Oth. Let me see your eyes; 

Look in my face. 
De». What horrible fancy 's this? 
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0th, Some of your function, mistress; [iV> RMnJA. 

Leave procreants alone, and shut the door; 
Cough, or cry hem, if any body come : 
Your mystery, your mystery ; — nay, despatch. 

[ExU Emilia. 

Des, Upon my knees, what doth your speech import ? 
I understand a fiiry in your words. 
But not the words. 

0th, Why, what art thou? 

Des. Your wife, my lord; your true 

And loyal wife. 

0th. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee: therefore be double-damn'd. — 
Swear thou art honest. 

Des, Heaven doth truly know it. 

0th, Heaven truly knows that thou art false as helL 

Des. To whom, my lord? with whom? How am 1 fklset 

0th, Ah, Desdemona! — away! away! away! 

Des. Alas the heavy day ! — Why do you weep? 
Am I the motive of these tears, my lord? 
If haj>ly you my father do suspect 
An instrument of this your calling back. 
Lay not your blame on me : if you have lost him. 
Why, I have lost him too. 

OtL Had it pleased heaven 

To try me "vvath affliction ; had they rain'd 
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head ; 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips ; 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ; 
I should have found in some place of my soul 
A drop of patience : but, alas, to make me 
The fixed figure of the time, for scorn 
To point his slow and moving finger at! — 
Yet could I bear that too ; well, very well : 
But there, where I have garnered up my heart ; 
Where either I must live, or bear no life, — 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or else dries up; to be discarded thence! 
Or keep it as a cistern for foul toads 
To knot and gender in! — ^tum thy complexion there^ 
Patience, thou young and rose-Hpp'd cherubin, — 
Ay, there, look grim as hell ! 

Des, I hope my noble lord esteems me honest. 

Oth. 0, ay ; as summer flies are in the shambles^ 
That Q^uicken even with blowing. O thou weed. 
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Who art so lovely fair, and smell'st so sweet, 
That the sense aches at thee, — ^would thou hadst ne'er been 
bom! 

De». Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed? 

Oih, Was this fair paper, this most goodly book. 
Made to write whore upon? What committed! 
Committed ! — thou public" commoner! 
I should make very forges of my cheeks, 
That would to cinders bum up modesty, 
Did I but speak thy deeds. — ^What committed! 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets. 
Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth. 
And will not hear it. — ^What committed ! — 
Impudent strumpet! 

i>e8. By heaven, you do me wrong. 

0th, Are not you a strumpet? 

Dea, No, as I una Christian t 

If to preserve this vessel for my lord 
From any other foul unlawful touch 
Be not to be a strumpet, I am none. 

0th, What, hot a whore? 

Des, No, as I shall be saVd. 

0th. Is*t possible ? 

Des, O, heaven forgive us ! 

Otlu I cry you mercy, then s 

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice 
That married with Othello. — You, mistress, 
That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gate of hell ! 

Re-enter Emilia. 

You, you, ay, you! 
We have done our course; there's money for your pains; 
I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel. [Exit 

Emit, Alas, what does this gentleman conceive? — 
How do you, madam? how do you, my good lady? 

Dea, Faith, half asleep. 

EmiL Good madam, what's the matter with my lord? 

Des. With who? 

EmiL Why, with my lord, madam. 

Des, Who is thy lord ? 

EmiL He that is yours, sweet lady. 

De8. I have none : do not talk to me, Emilia ; 
I cannot weep ; nor answer have I none, 
But what should go by water. Pr'ythee, to-night 

VOL. VI. 2 



386 OTHELLO, act iv. 

Lay on my bed my wedding sheets, — remember ; — 

And call thy husband hither. 

Emil. Here's a change indeed! lExiL 

Des, 'Tis meet I should be us*d so, very meet. 

How have I been behav'd, that he might stick 

The smallest opinion on my least misuse? 

Re-enter Emiua with Iagd. 

lago. What is your pleasure, madam? How is't with 
you? 

Dea, I cannot telL Those that do teach young babes 
Do it with gentle means and eas^ tasks : 
He might have chid me so ; for, m good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. 

logo. What's the matter, lady? 

EmiL Alas, lago, my lord hath so bewhor'd her. 
Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her 
As true hearts cannot bear. 

De^ Am I that name, lago? 

logo. What name, fair lady? 

Des. Such as she says my lord did say I was. 

EmiL He callM her whore : a beggar in his drink 
Could not have laid such terms upon his callat. 

lago. Why did he so ? 

De8. 1 do not know ; I am sure I am none such. 

lago. Do not weep, do not weep ; — ^alas, the day I 

Emil. Hath she forsook so many noble matches. 
Her father, and her country, and her friends, 
To be call'd whore? would it not make one weep? 

Des. It is my wretched fortune. 

lago. Beshrew him for't ! 

How comes this trick upon him? 

De8. Nay, heaven doth know. 

Emil. I will be hang'd if some eternal villain, 
Some busy and insinuating rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening slave, to get some office, 
Have not devis'd this slander ; I'll be hang'd else. 

lago. Fie, there is no such man ; it is impossible. 

Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon him ! 

Emil. A halter pardon him! and hell gnaw his bones ! 
Why should he call her whore? who keeps her company? 
What place? what time? what form? what likelihood? 
The Moor's abus'd by some most villanous knave. 
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow : — 
heaven, that such companions thou'dst unfold. 
And put in every honest hand a whip 
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To lash the rascals naked through the world 
Even from the east to the west ! 

lago. Speak within door. 

EmiL 0, fie npon him! some such squire he was 
That tum'd your wit the seamy side without, 
And made you to suspect me with the Moor. 

logo. You are a fool; go ta 

De8, Alas, lago^ 

What shall I do to win my lord again? 
Good friend, go to him; for, by t£is light of heaven^ 
I know not how I lost hinL Here I kjneel : — 
If e'er my will did trespass 'gainst his love. 
Either in discourse of thought or actual deed; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense, 
Delighted them in any other form ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did. 
And ever will,— though he do shake me oflf 
To beggarly divorcement, — love him dearly. 
Comfort forswear me ! Unkindness may do much ; 
And his unkindness may defeat my life. 
But never taint my love. I cannot say whore, — 
It does abhor me now I speak the word ; 
To do the act that might the addition earn. 
Not the world's mass of vanity could make me. 

lago, I pray you, be content; 'tis but his humour: 
The business of the state does him offence, 
And he does chide with you. 

Des. If 'twere no other, — 

logo. It is but so, I warrant. [^TrumpeU within. 

Hark, how these instruments summon to supi)erl 
The messengers of Venice stay the meat : 
Go in, and weep not ; all things shall be welL 

[Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia« 

Enter Roderigo. 

How now, Roderigo! 

Bod. I do not fmd that thou dealest justly with me. 

lago. What in the contrary? 

Rod. Every day thou daffest me with some device, lago ; 
and rather, as it seems to me now, keepest from me all con- 
veniency than suppliest me with the least advantage of hone. 
\ will, indeed, no longer endure it; nor am I yet persuaded 
tv) put up in peace what already I have foolishly suffered. 

J ago. Will you hear me, Roderigo? 

Rod. Faith, I have heard too much ; for your words and 
performances are no kin together. 
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Idgo, You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod, With naught but truth. I have wasted myself out 
of my means. Tlie jewels vou have had from me to deliver 
to Desdemona would half have corrupted a votarist: you 
have told me she hath received them, and returned me 
expectations and comforts of sudden respect and acquain- 
tance ; but I find none. 

larjo. Well ; go to ; very well. 

Rod. Very well! go to! I cannot go to, man ; nor 'tis not 
very well : nay, I thmk it is scurvy, and begin to find myself 
fobbed in it. 

logo. Very welL 

Rod, I tell you 'tis not very welL I will make myself 
known to Desdemona: if she will return me my jew^s, I 
will give over my suit, and rei)ent my unlawful solicitation ; 
if not, assure yourself I will seek satisfaction of you. 

logo. You have said now. 

Rod, Ay, and said nothing but what I protest intendment 
of doing. 

loffo. Why, now I see there's mettle in thee; and even 
from this instant do build on thee a better opinion than 
ever before. Give me thy hand, Boderigo : thou hast taken 
a^.oinst me a most just exception ; but yet, I protest, I have 
dealt most directly in thy affair. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. 

logo. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared; and your 
suspicion is not without wit and judgment. But, Roderigo, 
if thou hast that in thee indeed, which I have greater 
reason to believe now than ever, — I mean purpose, courage, 
and valour, — this night show it: if thou the next night 
following enjoy not Desdemona, take me from this world 
with treachery, and devise engines for my life. 

Rod. Well, what is it? is it within reason and compass? 

logo. Sir, there is especial commission come from. Venice 
to depute Cassio in Othello's place. 

Rod. Is that true? why, then Othello and Desdemona 
return again to Venice. 

lago. 0, no; he goes into Mauritania, and takes away 
with him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode be lingereti 
here by some accident : wherein none can be so detemuuate 
as the removing of Cassio. 

Rod. How do you mean removing of him? 

lago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello's place, — 
knocking out his brains 

Rod. And that you would have me to do? 

lago. Ay, if you dare do yourself a profit and a right* 
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He sups to-night with a harlotry, and thither will I go to 
him : — he knows not yet of his honourable fortune. If you 
will watch his going thence, — ^which I will fashion to fall 
out between twelve and one, — you may take him at your 
pleasure : I will be near to second your attempt, and he 
shall fall between us. Come, stand not amazed at it, but 
go along with me ; I will show you such a necessity in his 
death that ^ou shall think yourself bound to put it on hmu 
It is now high supper-time, and the night grows to waste: 
about it. 

Bod. I will hear further reason for this. 

I<igo. And you shall be satisfied. [Exeunt 



SCENE IIL— Cypeits. Another Boom in the Castle, 

Enter Othbllo, Lodovico, Desdemona, Emilia, and 

Attendants. 

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no further. 

0th, 0, pardon me ; 'twill do me ^ood to walk. 

Lod, Madam, good -night ; I humbly thank your ladyship. 

2)e8. Your honour is most welcome. 

0th, Will you walk, sir? — 

O, — ^Desdemona, — 

Des, My lord ? 

0th. Get you to bed on the instant ; I will be returned 
forthwith : dismiss your attendant there : look't be done. 

Des. I will, my lord. [Exeunt 0th. , LoD. , a)id Attendants. 

EmiL How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he did. 

Des, He says he will return ineontment : 
He hath commanded me to go to bed. 
And bade me to dismiss you. 

EmU, Dismiss me ! 

Des, It was his bidding; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu : 
We must not now displeaselbLim. 

Emil I would you nad never seen him ! 

Des, So would not I : my love doth so approve him, 
lliat even his stub1x)rnness, his checks, his frowiis, — 
IVythee, unpin me, — have gi*ace and favour in them. 

EmiL I have laid those sheets you bade me on the bed. 

Des All*s one — Good faith, how foolish are our minds ! — 
If I do die before thee, pr'ythee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

EmU, Come, come, you talk. 

Des, My mother had a maid called fiaruara : 
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6he was in love ; and he she lov*d prov*d mad. 
And did forsake her: she had a sod^ of willow; 
An old thing 'twas, but it expressed her fortune, 
And she died singing it : that song to-night 
Will not go from my mind ; 1 have much to do, 
But to go hang my head all at one side. 
And sing it liEe poor Barbara. — Pr'ythee, despatch. 

^mU, Shall I go fetch your night-gown ? 

Dea, No, unpin me here.-^ 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

EmiL- A very handsome man. 

Dea, He speaks welL 

EmU. I know a lady in Venice would have walked 
barefoot to Palestine for a touch of his nether lip. 

Des, The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore tree, [jSWnpifc 

Sing all a green willow ; 
Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee, 

Siiig willow, willow, willow : 
The fresh streams ran by her, and murmnx'd her moans; 

Sing willow, willow, willow : 
Her salt tears fell from her and soften'd the stones ;— 

Lay by these : — 

Sing willow, willow, willow ;— {.Shtgt^ 

Pr'ythee, hie thee ; he'll come anon : — 

Sing all a green willow must be my garland. [Singi, 

Let nobody blame him ; his scorn I approve, — 

Nay, th t's not next. — Hark! who is't that knocks? 

EmiL It's the wind. 

Des. I caird my love false love: but what said he then? iSing». 
Sing willow, willow, willow ; 
If I court mo women, you'll couch with mo men. — 

So, get thee gone ; good-night. Mine eyes do itch ; 
Doth that bode weeping ? 

EmiL 'Tis neither here nor there. 

Des. I have heard it said so. — 0, these men, these men !— 
Dost thou in conscience think, — tell me, Emilia, — 
That there be women do abuse their husbands 
In such gross kind ? 

EmU, There be some such, no question. 

Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world ? 

EmiL Why, would not you ? 

Des. No, by this heavenly li^ht I 

EmiL Nor I neither by this heavenly light ; 
I might do't as well i'the dark. 

Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world ? 

EmiL The world 's a huge thing : it is a great price 
For a small vice. 
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Des. In troth, I think thou wouldst not. 

Emit, In troth, I thiiJc I should; and undo't when I 
had done. Marry, I would not do such a thing for a joint- 
rins;, nor for measures of lawn, nor for gowns, petticoats, 
nor caps, nor any petty exhibition; but for the whole 
world, — ^why, who would not make her husband a cuckold 
to make him a monarch? I should venture purgatory for't. 

Dea. Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong for the 
whole world. • 

Emit. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i' the world ; and 
having the world for your labour, *tis a wrong in your own 
world, and you might quickly make it right. 

Des. I do not think there is any such woman. 

Emit Yes, a dozen ; and as many to the vantage as would 
store the world they played for. 
But I do think it is their husbands* faults 
If wives do fall : say that they slack their duties, 
And pour our treasures into foreign laps ; 
Or else break out in peevish jealousies, 
Throwing restraint upon us ; or say they strike us, 
Or scant our former having in despite ; 
Why, we have galls ; and though we have some graoe^ 
Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know 
Their wives have sense like them : they see and smell, 
And have their palates both for sweet and sour^ 
As husbands have. What is it that they do 
When they change us for others ? Is it sport? 
I think it is : and doth affection breed it ? 
I think it doth: is't frailty that thus errs? 
It is so too. And have not we affections, 
Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have ? 
Then let them use us well : else let them know 
The ills we do their ills instruct us to. 

Des. Good-night, good-night : heaven me such usage send. 
Not to pick bad from bad, bat by bad mend I \ExeunL 



ACT V. 

SCENE L— Cyprus. A Street 

Enter Iago and Hodebioo. 

logo. Here, stand behind this bulk ; straight will he oome : 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home : 
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Quick, quick ; fear nothing; I'll be at thy elbow: 
It makes us or it mars us ; think on that, 
And fix most firm thy resolution. 

Rod. Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in*t. 

Jago, Here, at thy hand : be bold, and take thy stand. 

[Retires to a little distance* 

Rod, I have no great devotion to the deed ; 
And yet he hath given me satisfying reasons : — 
Tis but a man gone. — ^Forth, my sword; he dies. 

[Goes to his stand. 

logo. I have rubb*d this young qnat almost to the senao^ 
And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Cassio 
Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my gain : live Roderigo, 
He calls me to a restitution large 
Of gold and jewels that I bobb'd from him 
As giffcs to Desdemona ; 
It must not be : if Cassio do remain. 
He hath a daily beauty in his life 
That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him ; there stand I in much perils 
No, he must die. — But, so, I hear him coming. 

Enter Cassio. 

Rod. I know his gait, 'tis he. — Villain, thou diest! 

[Rushes out, and makes a pass at Cassio. 
Cas. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed, 
But that my coat is better than thou knoVst : 
I will make proof of thine. [Draws, and wounds Rod. 

Rod, O, I am slain! 

[Iaoo rushes from, his post, cuts Cassio 
behind in the leg, and exit, 
Cos. I am maim'd for ever. — Help, hoi murder I murder! 

[FaUa. 

Enter Othello 'at a distance, 

0th. The voice of Cassio : — lago keeps his word. 

Rod, O, villain that I am ! 

OtK It is even so. 

Cas. O, help, ho! light! a surgeon! 

0th. *Ti8 he : — brave lago, honest and just, 
ITiat hath such noble sense of thy friend's wrong ! 
Thou teachest me, — minion, your dear lies dead. 
And your unbless'd fate hies. — Strum]>et, I come! 
Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are blotted ; 
Thy bed, lust-stain'd, shall with lust's blood be spotted. [ExU, 
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Enter Lodovico and Gratiano at a distance, 

Ca«. What, ho! no watch? no passage? murder! murder! 

Qra. 'Tis some mischance; the voice is very direful. 

Cos, O, help! 

Lod. Hark! 

Rod, O wretched villain! 

Lod. Two or three groan :— it is a heavy nieht : 
These ma^ be counteneits : let *s think't uns^ 
To come m to the cry without more help. 

Bod, Nobody come ? then shall I bleed to death. 

Lod. Hark! [weapons. 

CrVo. Here 's one comes in his shirt, with light and 

Re-enter Iaoo with a light. 

lago. Who 's there ? whose noise is this that cries on 

LocL We do not know, [murder? 

Ja^a, Did not you hear a cry ? 

Cos. Here, here! for heaven's sake, help me! 

Ja{fo. What's the matter? 

Ora,. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it. 

Lod, The same indeed ; a very valiant fellow. 

la^o. What are you here that cry so grievously ? 

Ca^ lago? O, 1 am spoiled, undone by villains! 
Give me some help. 

J ago, me, lieutenant ! what villains have done this? 

Coji. I think that oiie of them is hereabout, 
And cannot make away. 

lago, treacherous villains! — 

What are you there ? come in, and give some help. 

[7'o Lodovico and Gratiano. 

Rod, O, help me here ! 

Cas, That 's one of them. 

Jago, murderous slave! O villain! [Stahs Rod. 

RocL O damn'd lago ! inhuman dog ! [thieves ? — - 

la^o. Kill men i' the dark? — Where be these bloody 
How silent is this town ! — Ho! murder! murder! — 
What may you be ? are you of good or evil ? 

LocL As you shall prove us, praise us. 

/ago, Siguier Lodovico ? 

LocL He, sir. 

Jago. I cry you mercy. Here 's Cassio hurt by villains. 

Gra, Cassio! 

lago. How is't, brother? 

Cos, My leg is cut in two. 

Ictgo. Marry, heaven forbidi— 

Light, gentlemen: — 111 bind it with my shirk 



SfW OTHELLO, act v. 

Enter Bianca. 

Blan, What is the matter, ho ? who is't that cried ? 

lago. Who is't that cried! 

Bian, my dear Cassio! my sweet Cassiol 
O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio ! 

lago. notable strumpet! — Cassio, may you snspect 
Who they should be that have thus mangled you ? 

Cos. No. 

Ora, I am sorry to find you thus : I have been to seek yon. 

laqo. Lend me a garter : — so. — 0, for a chair, 
To bear him easily hence ! 

Bian, Alas, he faints! — Cassio, Cassio, Cassiol 

lago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 
To be a party in this injury. — 
Patience awhile, good Cassio. — Come, come ; 
Lend me a light. — Know we this face or no? 
Alas, my friend and my dear countryman 
Roderigo? no:— yes, sure; O heaven! Roderiga 

Ora, What, of Venice? 

lago. Even he, sir: did you know him? 

GVa. Know him! ay. 

lago. Sisnior Gratiano ? I cry you gentle pardon; 
These bloody accidents must excuse my manners, 
Tliat so neglected you. 

Gra. I am glad to see you. 

la^o. How do you, Cassio ? — 0, a chair, a chair ! 

Gra. Roderigo! 

lago. He, he, 'tis he. — O, that's well said; — the chair: — 

[.4 chmr brought in. 
Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 
I'll feteh the general's surgeon. — For you, mistress, [To Bian. 
Save you your labour. — Jde that lies slain here, Cassio, 
Was my dear friend : what malice was between you ? 

Caa. None in the world ; nor do I know the man. 

lago, \fo Bian.] What, look you pale ? — 0, bear him out 
o' the air. — [Cas. and Rod. are borne ojf. 

Stay you, good gentlemen.— Look you pale, mistress? — 
Do you perceive the gastness of her eye ? — 
Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon. — 
Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon her : 
Do you see, gentlemen ? nay, guiltiness will speak 
Though tongues were out of use. 

Enter Emilia. 

EmiL 'Las, what's the matter? what's the matter, 
husband ? 
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logo, Cassio liatli here been set on in the dark 
By Roderigo, and fellows that are 'scap'd : 
He 's almost slain, and Boderigo dead. 

EmU. Alas, good s:entleman I alas, good Cassio ! 

/ago. This is the fruit of whoring. — Pr'ythee, fknilia, 
Go laiow of Cassio where he supp'd to-night. — 
What, do you shake at that? 

Bian. He suim'd at my house ; but I therefore shake not. 

Jago. 0, did ne so ? I charge you, go with me. 

EmiL Fie, fie upon thee, strumpet ! 

Bian. I am no strumpet ; but of life as honest 
As you that thus abuse me. 

Emil. As I! foh! fie upon thee! 

lago. Kind gentlemen, let 's go see poor Cassio dress'd.^ 
Come, mistress, you must tell 's another tale. — 
Emilia, run you to the citadel. 
And tell my lord and lady what hath happ*d. — 
Will you go on afore? — [Aside.] This is the night 
That either makes me or fordoes me quite. [Exeunt, 



SCENE II.— Cyprus. A Bedchamber in the Castle: 
Desdemona in bed asleep; a light burning. 

Enter Othello. 

OtK It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul,-^ 
Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars! — 
It is the cause. — Yet I'll not shed her blood; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow. 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. [Takes off his sword. 
Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out the light: 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 
I can again thy former light restore. 
Should 1 repent me :— but once put out thy lights 
Thou cimniug'st pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat 
That can thy light relume. When I have pluck*d thy rose, 
I cannot give it vital growth a^ain. 

It needs must wither: — I'll smeU it on the tree. — [Kissing Jmr. 
balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice to break her sword ! — One more, one more. — 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 
And love thee after. — One more, and that 's the last: 
So sweet was ne'er so fatal I must weep. 
But they are cruel tears : this sorrow 's heavenly; 
It strikes where it doth love. — Slie wakes. 
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De.8, Who's there? Othello? 

Otli, Ay, Desdemona. 

Dea. Will you come to bed, my lord? 

0th. Have you pray'd to-night, Desdemon? 

Dea. Ay, my lord. 

0th, If you bethink yourself of any crime 
Unreconciled as yet to heaven and grace, 
Solicit for it straight. 

Des, Alack, my lord, what may you mean by that? 

0th, Weil, do it, and be brief; I will walk by : 
1 would not kill thy unprepared spirit ; 
No, — heaven forfend! — -I would not kill thy souL 

Bea, Talk you of killing? 

OtK Ay, I do. 

Des, Then heaven 

Have mercy on me 1 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart ! 

Dea. Tf you say so, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth, Hum! 

Dea. And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal then - 
When your eyes roll so : why I should fear I know uot^ 
Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet I feel I fear. 

Oth, Think on thy sins. 

Dea, They are loves I bear to yon. 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou diest. j 

Dea. That death *s unnatural that kills for loving. ^^ ! 

Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip? 
Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 
These are portents ; but yet I hope, I hope. 
They do not point on me. 

Oth, Peace, and be still! 

Dea. T will so. What's the matter? 

Otlu That handkerchief which I so lov'd and gave thee 
Thou gav'st to Cassio. 

Dea, No, by my life and soul! 

Send for the man and ask him. 

Oth. Sweet soul, take heed. 

Take heed of perjury ; thou'rt on thy death-bed. 

Dea. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes, presently: 

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin ; 
For to deny each article with oath 
Cannot remove nor choke the strong conception 
That I do groan withaL Thou art to die. 

Dea, Then, Lord have mercy on me! 

Oth, I say, amen* 
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Den, And have you mercy too! — I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never lov'd Cassio 
But with such general warranty of heaven 
As I might love : I never gave him token. 

Oth. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in *s hand. 

perjur'd woman! thou dost stone my heart, 
And mak'st me call what I intend to do 

A nmrder, which 1 thought a sacrifice : 
X saw the handkerchief 
Des. He found it, then ; 

1 never gave it him : — send for him hither ; 
Let him confess a truth. 

Oth, He hath confessed. 

Dea. What, my lord? 

OiK That he hath us'd thee. 

Des, How? unlawfully? 

OtK Ay. 

Des, He will not say so. 

Oth, No, his mouth is stopped ; 

Honest lago hath ta'en order for't. 

Des, 0, my fear interprets! — What, is he dead? 

Oth, Had aU his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
Had stomach for them alL 

Des, Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone! 

Oth. Out, strumpet! Weep'st thou for him to my face! 

Des, 0, banish me, my lord, but kill me not ! 

Oth, Down, strumpet ! 

Des, Kill me to-morrow ; let me live to-night! 

Oth, Nay, if you strive, — 

Des. But half an hour ! 

Oth. Being done, there is no x)ause. 

Des, But while I say one prayer! 

Oth, It is too lata [Smothers her, 

EmiL [within.'] My lord, my lord! what,ho! mylord,mylordI 

Oth. What noise is this? — Not dead? not yet quite dead? 
I that am cruel am yet merciful ; 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain : — 
So, so. 

EmiL [iDvthin.] What, ho! my lord, my lord! 

Oth, Who's there? 

Emil, [toithiru'] 0, good my lord, I would speak a word 
with you ! 

Oth. Yes : — 'tis Emilia : — ^by and by, — She *s dead. — 
'Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio's death ; 
The noise was high. — Ha! no more movinef 
Still as the grave. — Shall she come in? — ^Were't good?— 
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T think she stirs a^ain : na — ^What 's best to dot 

If she come in she^ sure speak to my wife : 

My wife! my wife! what wife? I have no wife. 

O, insupportable ! heavy hour I 

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 

Of sun and moon, and that the s^righted globe 

Should yawn at alteration. 

Emi'. [wifJiin.] I do beseech you 

That I may s|)eak with you, O, good my lord! 

OUl T had forgot thee: O, come in, Emilia: — 
Soft, — by and by: — let me the curtains draw. — 
Where art thou? [Ufdocka the door* 

Enter Emilia. 

What 's the matter with thee now? 

Emil. 0, my good lord, yonder *s foul murders done I 

0th. What, now? 

Bmil, But now, my lord. 

0th It is the very error of the moon ; 
She comes more nearer earth than she was wont^ 
And makes men mad. 

Emil. Cassio, my lord, hath kill'd a young Venetian 
Oall'd Roderigo. 

0th Roderigo kill'd 1 

And Cassio kill'd! 

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill'd. 

0th Not Cassio kill'd ! then murd jr 's out of tune. 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

Des. 0, falsely, falsely murder'd ! 

Emil Alas, what cry is that? 

0th That! what? 

Emil. Out and alas ! that was my lady's voice.— 
Help! help, ho! help! — lady, speak again! 
Sweet Desdemona! sweet mistress, speak 1 

Des. A guiltless death I die. 

Emil. 0, who hath done this deed? 

Des. Nobody; I myself. Farewell: 
Commend me to my kind lord: 0, farewell! [Dies. 

0th Why, how should she be murder'd? 

Emit. Alas, who knows? 

0th You heard her say herself it was not I. 

Emil. She said so : I must needs report the truth. 

0th She's, like a liar, gone to burning hell: 
*Twas I that kill'd her. 

EmiL O, the more angel she^ 

And you the blacker devil! 
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OtJu She tum'd to folly, and she was a whore. 

Emil Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil. 

0th, She was false as water. 

EmlL Thou art rash as fire, to say 

That she was false: 0, she was heaveuly true! 

Otlu Cassio did tup her ; ask thy husband eke. 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all. 

EmU. My husband! 

0th, Thy husband. 

Emit. That she was false to wedlock? 

OtlL Ay, with Cassio. Xay, had she been true. 
If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 
I'd not have sold her for it. 

Emit. My husband! 

Oth, Ay, 'twas he that told me first : 

An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

Emit, My husband ! [band. 

0th. What needs this iterance, woman? I say thy bus* 

Emil mistress, villany hath made mocks with lovel — 
My husband say that she was false ! 

0th, He, woman; 

I say thy husband: dost understand the word? 
My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago. 

Emil. If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day! he lies to the heart : 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 

0th. Ha! 

Emil. Do thy worst : 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven 
Than thou wast worthy her. 

0th. Peace, you were nest. 

Emil. Thou hast not half that power to do me harm 
As 1 have to be hurt. gull! dolt! 
As ignorant as dirt! thou nast done a deed, — 
I care not for thy sword ; I'll make thee known. 
Though I lost twenty lives. — Help! help, ho! help! 
The Moor hath kill'd my misti'ess! murder! murder! 

Enter Mont and. Gratia no, and Iaoo. 

MoTi, What is the matter? — How now, general! 
EmU. 0, are you come, lago? you have done well. 
That men must lay their murders on your iieck. 
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Ora, What is the matter? 

EmU. Disprove this villain, if thou be^st a man : 
lie says thou told'st him that his wife was false : 
I know thou didst not, thou'rt not such a villain : 
8|)eak, for my heart is fulL 

logo, I told him what I thought ; and told no more 
Tlian what he found himself was apt and true. 

Emit, But did you ever tell him she was false? 

lago. I did. 

EinU, You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ; 
Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie : — 
8he false with Cassio ! — Did you say with Gassio? 

logo. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, charm your tongne. 

EmU. I will not charm my tongue ; I am bound to speak : 
My mistress here Ues mnider'd in her bed.- 

AU, heavens forfend ! 

ErmL And your reports have set the murder on. 

0th, Nay, stare not, masters : it is true, indeed. 

€hra, 'Tis a strange truth. 

Man. monstrous act! 

Emit, Villany, villany, villany! — 

I think upon't, — I think, — 1 smell't; — O villany! — 
I thought so then ; — 1*11 kill myself for grief: — 

villany, villany! 

J ago. What, are you mad? I charge you, get you home. 

Er)iiL. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to speak : 
I'is proper I obey him, but not now. — 
Percnance, lago, I will ne'er go home. 

0th. O! 0! 0! {Hanging over his voi/e. 

Em a Nay, lay thee down and roar; 

For thou hast kiU'd the sweetest innocent 
That e'er did lift up eye. 

Otii. 0, she was foul ! — [Rising, 

1 scarce did know you, uncle : there lies your niece, 
WTiose breath, indeed, these hands have newly stojtp'd : 
I know this act shows horrible and grim. 

Gra^ Poor Desdemona! I am glad thy father's dead: 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
8hore his old thread in twain : did he live now. 
This sight would make him do a desperate turn. 
Yea, curse his better angel from his side. 
And fall to reprobance. 

0th, 'Tis pitiful ; but yet lago loiows 
That she with Cassio hath the act of shamp 
A thousand times committed ; Cassio confessed it : 
And she did gratify his amorous works 
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With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which 1 first gave her; I saw it in his hand: 
It was a handKerchief, an antique token 
My father save my mother. 

JSmil. Oneaven! heavenly powers! 

logo. Come, hold your peace. 

Emil, 'Twill out, 'twill out : — I peace ! 

Ko, I will speak as liberal as the north : 
Let heaven and men and devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry shame against me, yet I'll speak. 

lago. Be wise, and get you home. 

M/niL I will not. [Iago offers to stab his wife. 

Ora, Fie: 

Your sword upon a woman? 

EmU. thou dull Moor! that handkerchief thou speak'st 
I found by fortune, and did give my husband ; [of 

For often, with a solemn earnestness, — 
More than, indeed, belong'd to such a trifle, — 
He begg'd of me to steal it. 

Iago. Villanous whore ! 

EmU. She give it Cassio! no, alas, 1 found it, 
And I did give't my husband. 

la^o. Filth, thou licst ! 

EmU. By heaven, I do not, 1 do not, gentlemen. — 
murderous coxcomb! what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife? [Iago stabs Emilia, tlie.n runs oul, 

Ot/i. Are there no stoned in heaven 

But what serve for the thimder? — Precious villain ! 

Gra. The woman falls ; sure he hath kill'd his wife. 

EmU, Ay, ay : — 0, lay me by my mistress' side. 

Gra. He 's gone, but his wife 's kill'd. 

Mon. 'Tis a notorious villain. Take you this weapon, 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor : 
Come, guard the door without ; let him not pass, 
But kill him rather. I'll after that same villain. 
For 'tis a damned slave. [Exeunt Mon. and Gra. 

0th. I am not valiant neither, 

But every puny whipster gets my sword : — 
But why should honour outlive honesty? 
Let it BO alL 

Emu. What did thy song bode, lady? 
Hark, can'st thou hear me? I will play the swan. 
And die in music : — WUUno, wiUow, wUlow. — [Sings. 

Moor, she was chaste; she lov'd thee, cruel Moor; 
So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true; 
So speaking as I think, I die,— I die. IDie^ 

VOL. VI. 2d 
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0th. I have another weapon in this chamber; 
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper: — 
O, here it is. — Unde, I must come forth. 

GrcL [within'] If thou attempt it, it will cost thee dea 
Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer. 

0th. Look in upon me, then, and speak with me, - 
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 

Re-enter Gratiano. 

Or a. What is the matter? 

0th. Behold, I have a weapon ; 

A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier's thigh : I have seen the day 
That, with this little arm and this good sword, 
I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your stop : — ^but, vain boasti 
Who can control his fate? 'tis not so now. — 
Be not afraid though you do see me weapon'd; 
Here is my journey's end, here is m^ butt^ 
And very sea-mark of my utmost saiL 
Do you go back dismayd? 'tis a lost fear; 
Man but a rush against Othello's breast. 
And he retires: — where should Othello go? — 
Now, how dost thou look now? ill-starr'd wench t 
Pale as thy smock! when we shall meet at compt. 
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven. 
And fiends will snatch at it.' Cold, cold, my girl I 
Even like thy. chastity. — - 
O cursed, cursed slave! — Whip me, ye devils, 
From the possfiession of this heavenly sight! 
Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur ! 
Wash me in steep-down orulfs of liquid lire! — 
O Desdemon! dead, Desdemon! dead! 01 

Enter Lodovico, Montano, Cassio carried in a u,y».tr^ and 

Ofl&cers, with Iaoo prisoner. 

Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate .kian? 

0th. That 's he that was Othello ; — here I am. 

Lod. Where is that viper? bring the villain forth. 

0th. I look down towards his feet, — but that 's a fabla — 
If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee. [ Wormnds Iaoo. 

Lod. Wrench his sword from him. 

Jago. I bleed, sir ; but not kill'd. 

0th. I am not sorry neither: I'd have thee live; 
For, in my sense, 'tis happiness to die. 

Lo'i, O thou OtheUo, that wert once so good. 
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Fal]*n in the practice of a damned slave, 
What shall be said to thee? 

0th, Why, anything: 

AYi honourable murderer, if you will ; 
For naught I did in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confessed his villany: 
Did you and he consent in Cassio's death? 

0th. Ay. 

Cos, JJear general, I never gave you cause. 

OtK I do believe it, and I ask your pardon. 
Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil 
Why he hatn thus ensnar'd my soul and body? 

logo. Demand me nothing : what you know, you know t 
From this time forth I never will speak word. 

Lo<L What, not to pray? 

GVa. Torments will ope your lips. 

Oih, Well, thou dost best. 

LoiL Sir, you shall understand what hath befallX 
Which, as I think, you know not. Here is a letter 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo ; 
And here another : the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderigo. 

OtK villain ! 

Cos. Most heathenish and most gross! 

Lod. Now here 's another discontented pa{ier. 
Found in his pocket too ; and this, it seems, 
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain ; 
But that, belike, lago in the interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 

0th. the pernicious caitiff I— 

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's? 

Cos. I found it in my chamber : 

And he himself confess'd but even now 
That there he dropped it for a special purpose 
Which wrought to his desire. 

0th. Ofool! fool! foolj 

('as. There is besides in Roderigo' s letter,— 
How he upbraid's lago that he m^e him 
r>rave me upon the watch; whereon it came 
I'hut I was cast : and even but now he spake^ 
A fter long seeming dead, — lago hurt him, 
lago set hxm on. 

L/od. You must forsake this room, and go vntu nat 
Your power and your conmiand is taken o^ 
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And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave, — 
If there be any cunning cruelty 
That can torment him much and hold him long, 
It shall be his. You shall close prisoner rest 
Till that the nature of your fauit be known 
To the Venetian state. — Come, bring away. 

0th, Soft you ; a word or two beiore you go. 
* have done the state some service, and they know't;— 
No more of that. — I pray you, in your letters, 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate, 
Nor set down aught in malice : then must you sx>eak 
Of one that lov'd not wisely, but too weD ; 
Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 
Perplex'd in the extreme ; of one wnose hand, 
Like the base Jddean, threw a pearl away 
Richer than all his tribe ; of one whose subdued eyea^ 
Albeit unused to the melting mood. 
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gum. Set you down this 
And say, besides, — ^that in Allepo once. 
Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 
Beat a Venetian and traduced the state, 
1 took by the throat the circumcised dog, 
And smote him — thus. [Stabs himself, 

Lod. O bloody period I 

Ora, All that *s spoke is marr*d. 

0th. I kissed thee ere I kill'd thee : — no way but this, 

[FaUing upon Desdemona. 
Killing myselfi to die upon a kiss. [Dies, 

Cos. This did I fear, but thought he had no weapon; 
For he was great of heJEirt. 

Lod, \to Iago.] O Spartan dog, 

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea I 
liOok on the tragic loading of this bed ; 
This is thy work : — ^the object poisons sight ; 
Let it be hid. — Gratiano, keep the house, 
Ajid seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they succeed on you. — ^To you, lord governor, 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain ; 
The time, the place, the torture, — O, enforce it I 
Myself will straight aboard ; and to the state 
This heavy act with heavy heart relate. [ExeuTiL 
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Othello. 

Taming of the Shrew. 

King John. 

Taming of the Shrew. 
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Of the King's Party| 

• • • • 

A Recruit, 
Afterwi^ds Queen, . 
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Macbeth. 

Merry Wives of Windsot 

Cymbeline. 

Coriolanus. 

Troilns and Creasidi^ 

The Tempest. 

Julius CsBsar. 

King Henry V. 

Winter's Tale. 

King Henry Vllf. 

Antony and Cleopatnib 
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Connt of Ronsillon, • 
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All's Wen that Ends Well. 
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King Henry V. 
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Troll us and Cressida. 
King Henry VIIL 
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Cymbeline. 
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Much AdoAboutNothing. 

Much AdoAboutNothijig. 

Macbeth. 

Winter's Tale 
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Edward Mortimer, . 
Afterwards King Edward IV., 
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E;.rl of Pembroke, 

E.arl of Pembroke, 

Earl of Richmond, 

Earl of Salislmry, 

Earl of Salisbury, 

Earl of Salisbury, . . . . , , 
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Fabian, . . • 
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Hastings, Lonl, . Of the Duke's Party, . . Hem y Vl., Part III. 

Hastings, Jjurd, . . . . . . .King Richard III. 

Hecate, . . .A Witch, Mact>eth. 

Hector, . . . Son to Priam, .... Troiliig and Cressida. 
Helen, . • . Woman to Imogen, . . Cynibeline. 

Helen, • • . Wife to Menelaus, . . . Troilu? and Cressida. 
Helena, • • . A Gentlewoman, . . . All's Well th;it Ends WelL 
Helena, • . .In Love with Demetrius, . MidsnmmerNightsDriiiiu 

Helenus, • • • Sou to Piiara Troilus and Cressida. 

HelicJUiuB, . • . A Lord of Ty-), . . . Pericles. 

Henry, . . . Earl of Rich uiund, . . . King Richard IIL 

Henry Bolingbroke, . Afterwards King Henry IV., . King Richard II. 

Henry, Eaii Richmond, A Toath, . . . . Henry VI., Part III. 

Beniy Percy, . . Son to Earl of Northumberland, King Richard II. 

Henry Percy (Hot3pur),Son to Earl of Northumberland, Hanry IV., Parts T., II. 

Henry Percy, , . Earl of Northumberland, . Henry IV., Faits I., 11. 

Henry, Prince, . . Son to King John, . . . King John. 

Henry, Prince of Wales,Sou to King Ueiiry IV., . . Henry IV., Parts I., II. 

Henry IV., King, Henry IV., Pai-ts 1., II. 

Henry v.. King, • King Henry V. 

Henry VI., King, . ..... . Henry VI., Parts I., II. 

Henry VI IL, King King Henry VI IL 

Herbert, Sir Walter, King Richard III. 

Herraia, . . . Daughter to Egeus, . . MidrtummerNightsDream 

Hermione, . . . Queen to Siciiia, . . . Winter's Tale. 
Hero, . . . Daughter to Leonato, . . Much AdoAbontNotliing. 

Hippolyta, • • Queen of the Amazons, . . MidsummerNightsDixKim 

Holofernes, . .A Schoolmaster, . . . Love's Labour Lost. 
Horatio, ... Friend to Hamlet, . . . Hamlet. 
Hornyr, Thomas, , An Ai-niourer, .... King Henry VI., Part II, 
Hortensio, . . . Suitor to Bianca, . • • Taming of the Shrew. 
Hortensius, • .A Servant, .... Timon of Athens. 
Hostess, . . . Character in the Induction, . Taming of the Shrew. 
Hostess Quickly, . Hostess of a Tavern, . . Hetiry IV., Parts I., II. 
Hot8pur(HenryPeroy),Son to Earl of Northumberland, Henry IV., Parts I., II. 
Hubert de Burgh, . Chaml>eriain to King John, . King John. 

Sume, . . A Priest, King Henry VI., Part II. 

Humphrey,D.of31osterUncle to King Henry VI., . King Henry VI., Part II. 
Humphrey.Pr.ofGlosterSon to King Henry IV., . King Heniy IV., Part IL 

Huntsmen, . . Characters iu the Induction, . Taming of the Shi-ew. 

lachimo, ... Friend to Philario, ... Cymbeline. 

lago, .... Ancient to Othello, . . Othello. 

Iden, Alexander, . A Kentish Oentleman, . . Kim; Henry VI., Part IL 

Imogen, . , . Daughter to Cynibtiline, . . Cyrabeliue. 

Iras, • • • • Attendant on Cieo.>atra, . Antony and Cleopatra. 

Iris, . • . . A Spirit The Tempest. 

Isabel, • • . Q»ieen of Prance, . . . Kin-' Henry V. 
Isabella, • . . Sister to Claudio, . . . Measure for Measure. 

Jack Ca<le, . . , A Rebel, , , . . . King Henry IV., Part IL 

James Our II oy, . . Servant to Lady Falconbridge, King John. 

Jamy, . . Officer in King's Army, , . King Henry V. 

Jaquenetta, . . A Country Wench, . . . Ix)vu's Labour Lost. 

Ja(|uej, . • • Son to Sir Rilaiid dn Roig. . As Yuu Like it. 

Jaques, . • .An attendant ou Exiled Duke. As Yuu Like it. 
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Jeesica, . • • 
Joan la Pacelle, • 
John, . • • • 
John, Don, • • 
John, Friar, . 
John, King, • 
John of Gaunt, , 
John, Pr. of Lancaster, 
John Talbot, 
Jonrdain, Margery, . 
Julia, .... 
Juliet, • • . 
Juliet. . • 
Julius CsBfiar, • 
Junius Brutus, . 
J lino, .... 
J ustioe Shallow, . 



Daughter to Shylock, . • 
Juan of Arc, .... 
A Follower of Cade, 
Bastard Brother to Don Pedro, 
A Franciscan, .... 



Duke of Lancaster, . 
Son to King Henry IV., 
Son to Lord Talbot, 
A witch, . • . , 
A Lady of Verona, . 

• • • « 

Daughter to Capulet, 



• • 



« • 






Tribune of the People, 

A Spirit, . 

A Couutry Justice, . 



• . 



• • 



Merchant of Venioa 
King Henry VI., Part L 
King Henry IV.. Part H 
M iich Ado A bout Nothiug, 
Komeo and Juliet. 
King John. 
King Richard TI. 
Henry IV., Parts I., IT. 
King Henry VI., Part I. 
King Henry VI., Part II, 
Two GentlemenofVeTuiiai. 
Measure for Measure. 
Rouieo and Juliet. 
Julius Caaaar. 
Coriolanua. 
The Tempest. 
King Henry IV., Pkrt IL 



Ratharina, . . The Shrew, .... Taming of the Shrew. 
Katharine, . . Attendant on PrincesR of FranoeLove's Labour Lost. 

Katharine, Princess, . Daw. hter to Charles VI , . King Henry V. 
Katharine, Queen, . Wife to King Hem-y VllL, . King Henry VIII. 

Kent, Earl of, . King Lear. 

King Edward IV., King Richard IIL 

King Henry IV., Henry IV., Parts I., IL 

King Henry V., King Henry V. 

KingHemyVL. Henry VI., Pt8.I.,n.,IIL 

King Henry VIII King Henry VIII. 

King John, • King John. 

King of Fi-ance, A ll's Well that Ends Wea 

King of France, King Lear. 

King Richard IT., • • King Richard IT. 

King Richard III King Ricliard lit. 



Lady Anne, • 
Lady Capulet, . 
Lady Falcon bridge, 
Lady Grey, . 
Lady Macbeth, . 
Lady Macduff, • 
Lady Montague, 



Widow to Edward Pr. of Wales, 
Wife to Capulet, . . . 
Mother to Robert and Philip, 
Queen to Edward IV., 
Wife to Macbeth, 
Wife to Macduff, . 
Wife to Montague, . 
Daughter to Glendower, 



Lady Mortimer, 

Lady Northumberland, 

Lady Percy, . . Wife to Hotspur, 

Laertes, • • . Son to Polonius, 

Lafeu, . . .An Old Lord, . 

Lancaster, Duke of, . Uncle to King Richard II., 

LAucasier, Pr. John of,Son to King Henry IV., 



Launoe, 

Launcelot Gobbo, 

Lawrence, Friar, 

Lavinia, 

Lear, . 

LeBeao, 

Lennox, 

Leonardo, 

Leonato, 

Leonatus Posthumus, 

LaoiiiiM* • • 



Servant to Proteus, 
Servant to Shylock, 
A Franciscan, . 
Daughter to Titus, . 
filing of Britain, . 
A Courtier, . 
A Scottish Nobleman, 
Servant to Bassatiio, 
Governor of Messina, 
Husband to Imogen, 
Servant to Dionyza, 



King Richard III, 

Romeo and Juliet. 

King John. 

Henry VI., Part IIL 

Macbeth. 

Macbeth. 

Romeo and Juliet. 

King Henry IV., Part L 

King Henry IV., Part IL 

King Henry IV., Part L 

Hamlet. 

All's Well that Ends Weli. 

King Richard II. 

Heniy IV., Parts L, IL 

Two Gentlemen ofVeioua. 

Merchant of Venice, 

Rouieo and Juliet. 

Titus Andronicus. 

King Lear. 

As You Uke it. 

Macbeth. 

Merchant of Venice, 

Much Ado About Nothiogi 

Cymbeliuo, 

Periules. 
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loni. A, . 
Lord Abar^i^TBti 

Lord ChiBfJuat 



Lord sun 

Lord WUluiitbbT, 
Loranio, . 
Ijid^, lh« Dsnphin, 

LouiaXI., , 

Loi^, air 'fh- 






LuanHna, ' 



RlneDfaiollU, 
ATiianiiLr, . 
A Kamui CpoBptT&bv, 



OFllioDake'iFBitr, 

Bneniylo'thsking.' 
Bt other to Ijvtj Gi«y, 



AOerwBrdi Ekrl di 
Tbs Loth of Jeaai 

KlngotrnUH*! 



BeTTAnt to TiojQji, . 

ALonl; FUttuwoCTii 

Samot to Brntni, . 

ALoidi FI&tta'rsrofTic 

Knna to Hulna. '. 

OomiiDT ol Ililylsns, 

OBiiatil-ftlMKing'iAi 
Wlfa to HH)Htl^ . 



Ltorra, Lovv^s lAboar Loot. 



KlngnanrylV.. P&rtn, 
Kii.8HenrjIV..PMtIl. 
HeurvVI., Partill., Ill, 
KiuKllii^iBrdn. 
Kiiu Rlihnrd III. 
Kiug Ilichud IIL 
King Hanrj IV.. Pwt IL 
Heiirr VI., Part III. 



lisl Hariry V. 
•1.17 VI., Part III 
ing ftidmnl III. 
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Malrolio, • • . 
Ifamillius, . • . 
Marc Antony, . 
Marcelloa, . . . 
March, Elarl of, • • 
Marciua, Toiing, • 
Marcos Andronicns, . 
Marcos Antonios, 
Marcos Brutus, . . 
Maidian, . • 

Mareshall, Willirni, . 
Margarelon, • 
Margaret, . . 
Margaret, . . 
Margaret, . 
Margaret, Queen, 
Margaret, . 
Margery Joordain, . 
Maria, • 
Maria, • • 
Mariana, . • . 
Mariana, ... 
Marina, . . • 
Marquis of Dorset, 
Marquis of Mont-igno, 
Martext, Sir Olive i-, . 
Marfcins, . 
Marullua, • . 
Meccenas, . • 
Meluu, . • 
Mentus, • • 
Menecrates, • 
Meneiaus, . . • 
Menenius Agrippa, . 
Menteith, . 
Hercade, . . 
Mercutio, . . • 
Messala, . . . 
Metellus Cimber, • 
Michael, . • • 
Michael, Sir, • • 
Milan, Duke of, 
Miranda, . . 
Mr. Ford, , 
M«. Ford, . 
Mrs. Overdon* . . 
Mr. Pag3, . . 
Mrs. Page, . 
Mrs. Anne Page, . 
Mrs. Quickly, . , 
Mrs. Quickly, . . 
Mrs. Quickly, . . 
Montague, . 
Montague, Marquis of, 
Montague, Lady, 
Moutano, . 
Montgomery, Sir John 
Moonshine, 

^^JflHmf • • • 



Steward to Olivia, . 
Son to Leontea, • • 
A TriumFir, • • • 
An Officer, . • • 
Edward Mortimer, . 
Son to Coriolanns, . 
Tribune: Brother to Titos, 
A Roman Trinmvir, 
A Roman Conspirator, . 
Attendant on Cleopatra, 
Enrl of Pembroke, . . 
Bastard Son to Priam, . 
Daoghter to Reignier, 
Queen to King Henry VI., 
Widow to King Beniy VI., 

' • • • • * * 

Attendant on Hero, 



Twelfth Night. 

Wititer's Tale. 

Antony and Cleopatn. 

Hamlet. 

King Henry IV., Part I 

Coriolauos. 

Titus Aiidroniciu. 

Julios Ciesar. 

Julius Caesar. 

Antony and Cleopatra. 

King John. 

Truiius and Cressida. 

King Heniy VI., Part L 

King Henry VI., Part IL 

Ring Richard III. 

King Henry VI., Pt. IIL 

Mnch AdoAbottt Nothing. 



A Witch King Henry VI., Part IL 

AttendantonPrinces8ofFraDoe,Love's Lnbonr Lust. 
Attendant on Olivia, . . Twelfth Night. 
NeighbourtoWidowofFlorence,All'8 Well that EndsWelL 
The Betrothed of An^elj, . Measora for Measure. 
Daughter to Pericles, . . Pericles. 
Son to Lady Grey, . . . King Richard III. 
Of the Duke's Party, . . Henry VI., Part IIL 
A Vicar. As You Like it. 



Son to Titu», . 
A Roman Tribnne, 
Friend to Cinsar, 
A French Lord, 
Friend to Pompey, , 
Fiiend to Pompey, . 
Brother to Agamemnon, 
Friend to Coriolanns, 
A Scottish Nobleman, 



Titus Andvonicoa. 

Julius CsQsar. 

Antony and Cleopatra. 

King John. 

Antony and Cleopatra. 

Atitonyand Cleo)»atia. 

Troilus and Cresdida. 

Coriolanos. 

Miii'L th. 



Attendant on Princessof France, Luvu's Laboor Tx«i. 
Friend to Romeo, . . . Ronteo and Juliet. 
Friend to Brutus and Cassius, Julius Caesar. 
A Roman Conspirator, . . Julius Caesar. 
A Follower of Cade, . . King Henry VI , Part II 
Friend to Archbishop of York, Henry IV., Parts I., II. 
Father to Silvia. . . . TwoGentlenieu ofVeroua. 
Daughter to Prospero, . . The Tempest. 
Gentleman dwelling at Wind8or,Merry Wives of Windsor. 

. . . Merry Wives of Windsor. 

A Bawd, Measure for Measure 

Gentleman dwelling at Wind8or,Merry Wives of Windsor. 

Merry Wives of Windsor. 



Daoghter to Mrs. Page, . 
Hostessof a Tavern. . . 
A hostess : Wife to Pistol, 
Servant to Dr. Cains, 
At variance with Capulat, . 
Of the Duke's Party, 
Wife to Montague, . 
Othello's Predecessor in Office, 



Merry Wives of Wiiidsor. 
Henry IV., Parts 1., II. 
King Henry V. 
Men-y Wives of Windflor. 
Romeo and Juliet. 
Henry VI.. Part IIL 
Rumeo and Juliet. 
OtlieUo. 



Henry VI., P.irt III. 
A Character in the Interlnd*, MidsummerNightaDi 
A Shepherdess, . . . Wiater's Tal«. 
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Morgan, 

Moiooco, Prince of, . 
Mortimer, Edmund, . 
Mortimer, Edmuud, . 
Mortimer, Lady, 
Mortimer, Sir Hugh, 
Mortimer, Sir John, . 
Morton, John, . 
Morton, 

Moth, • • . 

Moth, • . . 

Mouldy, , , , 
^lonntjoy, . 
Mcvbray, Tliomas, , 
Mowbray, Loj-d» , 

Mu8tard8e«d, 
Mutiu* .... 



Belarius in disguise, 
Suitor to Portia, 
Earl of March, 
Earl of March, 
Daughter to Glendov.er, 
Uncle to Duke of York, 
Uncle to Duke of York, 
Bishop of Ely, . 
Servant to Nortliumberl 
A Fairy, . 
Page to Armado, 
A Recruit, . , 
A Fjench Herald, , 
Duke of Norfolk, 
Enemy to the King, 
A Fairy, . 
Sou to Titus, . 



xnd. 



A Ctirate, 

Waiting-maid to Po»tia, 
A Grecian Communtler, 



Of the Duke's Party, 



Nathaniel, Sir, . 

Nerissa, 

Nestor, 

Norfolk, Duke of, 

Norfolk, Duke of, 

Norfolk, Duke of, 

Northumberland, Lady, .... 

Northumberland,Earlof, .... 

Northumberland, Earl of, Enemy to the King, 
Northumberland, Earl of,Henry Percy, 
NurthumV>erland,Earl of, Of the King's Party, 
Nurse of Juliet, . . .... 

Nym, .... Soldier in King's Army, 

N;m, . • • .A Follower of Falstaif, 



Oberon, ^ , 
Octavia, . • 
Oct^ivius Cff>.<*ar, 
Octavius Caus^ir, 
Old Gob bo, 
Oliver, 
Olivia, 
Ophelia, . 
Orlando, 

Orleans, Duke of, 
Orel no, . 
Orsic, . . 
Oswald, . . 
Othello, 

Overdone, Mrs. . 
Owen Ghntlower, 
Oxf<ird, Ditke of, 
Oxfinxl, Eai-i of, 

Pago, Mr., . 
Paxe, Mrs,, 
Page, Mrs. Anne, 
Page, William, . 
Pandarus, . 
Pandulph, Cardinal, 
Panthino,, . « 

VOL. VI. 



King of the Fairies^ 
Wife to Antony, 
A Roman Triumrir, 
A Roman Triumvir, 
Father to Launcelot Qobbo, 
Son to Sir Rowland de Bois, 
A Rich Countess, 
Daughter to Polonius, 
Son to Sir Rowland d« Bois, 

• • • • • 

Duke of lUyria, 

A Courtier, . . , 

Steward to Goneril, 

The Moor, . 

A Bawd, .... 

Of the King's Party) ! 



Cymbcline. 
Merchant of Venice. 
King Henry IV., Part I. 
King Honrv VI., Part L 

KingHenry IV., PartL 
Henry VI., Pari IlL 
Henry VI., Part HI. 
King Richai-d III. 
King Henry IV., Part TL 
MidaummerNlghtsDrciira 
Love's Labour Ijost. 
King Henry IV., Pai-t XL 
King Heniy V. 
King Richard IL 
King Henry VI., Part IL 
MidsunimerNightsDream 
Titus Audronicus. 

TiOve's Labour Lost 
Merchant of Venice. 
Troilu.s and Cressiiia. 
King Richard 11. A; HI, 
Henry VI., Part 111. 
KingHenry VII L 
King Henry IV., Part IL 
King Richard I(. 
KingHenrylV., Part IL 
King Henry IV., Pte. lAslL 
Henry VI., Part I a. 
Romeo and Juliet. 
King Hemy V. 
Men-y Wivea of Windsor. 

MidsummerNichtsDream 

Antony and Cleo^iatra. 

Julius Cseanr. 

Antony and Cleoi)atra» 

Merchant of Veuioo. 

Ah You Like it. 

Twelfth Niiiht. 

Hamlet. 

As Yon Like it. 

King Henry V. 

Twelfth Night. 

Hanilut. 

King Lear. 

Othello. 

Measure for Measure. 

King Henry IV., I'art L 

Henry VI., Part IlL 

King Richard III. 



Gentleman dwelling at Wind8or,MeiTy Wives of Windsor. 

Alerry Wives of Windsor, 

Daughter to Mrs. Page, . . Merry Wives of Windsor, 
Son to Mr. Page, . . . Merry Wives of Windsor. 
Uncle to Cressida, . . • Troilus and Creesida. 
The Pope's LegaiQ. . . .King John.- 
Servaut to Ant«>nio, ' . . TwoGentlenian ofVcruna, 
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Paris, . . • 
Paris, . . . 
Parol I«s, . 
Patieiiow, . . 
Pat rod 118, . . 
Paulina. 
PeasbloBSom, 
Pedant, , . 
Pedi-o, Don, 
Pembroke, Earl of, 
I'eiu broke. Earl of, 
Percy, Heriry. . 
Percy, Hetny, 



Son to Priam, . . . 
A Young Nobleman, 
A Follower of Bertram, . 
Woman to Queen Katharine, 
A Grecian Coniniander, . 
Wife to Antigouiis, . 
A Fairy, .... 
Personating Vinoentio, . 
Prince of Aragon, , 
William Mareshall, . 
Of the Duke's Party, 
Earl of Northumberland, 



TroiluB and Cressida. 
Romeo and Juliet. 
AU'8 WeU that Ends WeU 
King Henry VIII. 
Troiliis anil Cressida. 
Winter's T;Uo. 
M idsuni m erN ightsD roam 
Taming of the Shrew. 
Much AdoAbout Nothing. 
King John. 
Henry VI., Part III. 
Henry IV., Parts I., IT. 



Son to Earl of Northumberland, King Richard II. 



Percy, Hen ry(Hotspur)Son to Earl of Northumberland, Heui-y IV., Parts I., II. 



Percy, Kady, 

Percy. Thouias, . 

Perdita, 

Pericles, 

Peter, • 

Peter, 

Peter of Pomf j et, 

Pete, . . • 

Petruchio, , 

Phebe, 

Philario, 

Philemon, . 

Philip, 



Wife to Hotspur, 
Earl of Worcest'T, . 
Daughter to Hermione, 
Prince of Tyre, 
A Friar, , • 
Horner's Man, • 

A Prophet, 



King Henry IV., Part I. 

Henry IV., ParU I., li. 

Winter's Tale. 

Pericles. 

Measure for Measure. 

King Henry VI., Part II 

King John. 



A Follower of Sir John Falataff.Henry IV., Parts I., II. 
Suitor to Kuthariua, . . Taming of the Shrew. 
A Shepherdess, . . .As Yon Like it. 
Friend to Poathuraus, , . Cynibeliiio. 
Servant to Cerimon, . , Pericles. 
King of France, . . . King John. 



Philip Faluonbridge, . Bastard Sou to King Riohaid I., King John. 



Philo, 

Philostrate, 

Philotus, . 

Phrynia, 

Pierce, Sir, of Ex ton. 

Pinch, 

Pindarus, . 

Flsanio, 

Pistol, 

Pistol, 

Pistol, 

Plantagenet, Richard, 

Players, 

Players, , . 

Poins, , 

Polixenes, . . . 

Poloniua, . 

Polydore, . 

Pom pc ins S^xtus, 

Popilius, Lena, . . 

Portia, . . 

Portia, 

Posthumus Leonatus, 

Prijini, 

Prince Henry, 



Friend to Antony, 
Master of the Revels, 
A Servant, 
Mistress to A lei blades. 



Antony and Cleopntra. 

M idsu uimerN igh tsDream 

Timon of Athens. 

Timon of Athens. 

King Richard II. 
A Schoolmaster and Conjuror, Comedy of Errors. 
Servant to C>ssi us, . , . Julius Caesar. 
Servant to Posthumus, . . CymV>eline. 
A Follt»wer of Sir John Falstaff,Merry Wives of Windsor. 
A Followerof Sir John Falstaff,King Henry IV., Part II. 
A Soldier in King's Army, . King Henry V. 
DukeofYork, . . . . Henry VI., Pte. I.,IT. JIL 
Charactei"« in the Induction, . Taming of the Shrew. 
Characters in .... Hamlet. 
A Follo\ver<»f Sir John Falstaff, Henry IV., Parts I.. II. 



King of Bohemia, 
Lord Chamberlain, 
Guiderius in Disguise, 
Friend to Antony, . 
A Roman Senator, . 
A Rich Heiress, 
Wife to Brutus, 
Husband to Imogen, 
King of Troy, 



. Son to King John, . , 
Pr Humphrey of Gloster,Son to King Henry TV., 
Pr. John of Lancaster, Son to King Henry 1V\, . 
Prinoe t)f Arragon, . Suitor to Portia, . , 
PriM<!e of Morocco, . Suitor to Portia, . , 
Prinueof W.ilos. . Sou to King Edward TV., 

Prinueof Wales, Henry, At ttiWiudii Kin;^ Henry V. 



Winter's Tale. 

Hamlet. 

Cynjbeline. 

Antony and Cleoi>a1ra. 

Julius Cajsar. 

Merchant of Venio©. 

Julii^ Cresar. 

Cymbel ne. 

Troilus and Cressida. 

King John. 

King Henry IV., Part IL 

King Henry IV., Part 11. 

Merchant of Venice. 

Merchant of Ven'ce, 

King Richard III. 

King Henry IV, Part IL 
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Princess Rntharine, 
Princess of Prunc(», 
Proculuins, 
Prophetess, , 

Pi-ospero, . 
Proteus/ , , 
Publius, 

Publins, . , 
Pucelle, Joan la, 
Pnok, . 
Pyramua, . . 

Queen, 

Queen Elizabeth, 
Queen Katharine, 
Queen Mart^arut, 
Queen of Ricliard II., 
Quickly, Mi-s., . 
Quickly, Mis., , 
Quickly, Mi-s. 
Quince, 
Quintns, . , 

Ram bn res, . 
Ratclifif, 2Sir Richard, 
Regan, 
Reignier, , 
Reynaldo, . 
Richard, . 
Richanl, 



Daughter to Ring Charles VI., 



Friefid to Cscsar, , , 
Cassandra, . . . . 
Rightful Duke of Milan, , 
A Gentleman of Voi-oJia, , 
A Roman Senator, . , 
8on to Marcus, . , 
Juan of Arc, . « « . 

A Fairy 

A Character in the Interlude, 

Wife to Cyrabeline, , . , 

Queen to King Edward IV., . 

Wife to King Henry V 11 1., . 

Wife to King Henry VI., . . 

• ••••• 

Hostess of a Tavern, . , 

A Hostess : Wife to Pistol, 

Servant to Dr. Caius, 

The Cai-penter, 

Sou to Titus, . . . • 

A French Lord, . , 

Daughter to King Lear, . 
Duke of Anjuu, . . . 
Servant to Polt>uiu8, 
Son to Plautagenet, 
Afterwards Duke of Glosfpr, 



King Henry V. 
Love's Labour liost. 
Antony and Cleopatra* 
Troilus and Cressiila. 
, The Tempest. 
Two Gentlemen of Y^eroua. 
Julius Cscsar. 
Titus Andronicus. 
King Henry VI., Part L 
MidsummerNi^^htsDre.'iin 
MidsummerNigh is L'reaui 

Cymbelino. 
King Richard III. 
King Henry Vlll. 
Henry VI., Part IIL 
King Richard II. 
Henry IV., Parts I., IT., 
King Henry V. 
M«rry Wives of Windsor. 
MidsunimerKi^htsUieam 
Titus Andronicus. 

King Henry V. 

King Richard III. 

King Lear. 

King Henry VL, Part I. 

Hamlet. 

King Henry VI., Part II. 

Henry Vl., Part 111. 



Richar«l,DukeofGloster Afterwards King Ricliurd III., King Richard 111. 



Richard, Duke of York,Son to King Edwaixi IV., 
Richard Plant^igenet, Duke of York, . 
Richard II., King, 



Richard III., King, 
Richmond, Earl of. 
Rivers, Earl, . 
Rivei-s, Lord, , 
Robert Bigot, 



Afterwards King Henry VII., 
Brother to Lady Grey, , . 
Brother to Lady Grey, , 
Earl of Norfolk, 



Robei-t Falconbridge, Son to Sir Robert Falconbridge,King John. 



Kiug Richanl III. 
HenryVL,Pts.L,Il.,in. 
King Richard II. 
King Richard I II. 
King Richard HI. 
King Richard III. 
Henry VL, Part HI. 
King John. 



Robin, . . . A Page to Sir John Falstsill', 

Robin Goodfellow(Puck),A Fairy, 

Roderigo, 



Rogero, 

Romeo. . . 

Rosalind, . 

Rosaline, . . 

Rosencrantz, . 

Ross, Lord, 

Rosa, . 

Rothenm, Thomas, 

Rousillon, Count of, 

Rouaillon, Countess of. Mother to Bertr^tm, 

Rugby, , , . Servant to Dr. Caius, 

Rumour, . . . As a Prologue, 



Merry Wives of Windsor. 
Midsummer Nigh IsDk 
Othello. 
Winter's Tale. 
Romeo and Juliet. 



A Venetian Gentleman, . 

A Sicilian Gentleman, . 

Son to Montague, . 

Daughter to the Banished Duke, As You Like it. 

AttendantonPriucessof Fi'!U)ce,lx>ve's Labour Lost. 

A Courtier, .... Hamlet. 

King Richard II. 

A Scottish Nobleman, . . Macbeth. 

Archbishop ot York, , . King Richard III. 

Bertram All's Well that Ends Well. 

. AU'sWell that Ends WelL 
. Merry Wives of Windsor. 
. King Henry IV., Part II. 



Salanio, 

S%Iariuo, 

biaerio. 



Friend to Antonio and Bassanio, Merchant of Venice. 
Friend to Aiitonioand Btissanio, Merchant of Venice. 
A Metisenger from Venice, . Merdiaitt of Yeuioew 
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Salisbnrv, Earl of, 
Salisbury, Earl of, 
Salisbury, Earl oi', 
Salisbury, Earl of, 
Sampson, . . 
Sands, Lord, 
Saturn inus, 
Say, Lord, . 
Scales, Lcird, 
Scurua, 
Scroop, 
Scroop, Lor.l, 
ocroop, Sir Stephen, 
Sebastian, . 
Sebastian, . . 
Seleucus, . 
Sempronius, 
Servilius, . 
S«xtns Fompeiui^ 
Seyton, 

Shjvduw, . , 
Shallow, . . 
Shallow, . , 
Shy lock, 

Sicinius Velutns. 
Silence, 

Silius, . • 

Silvia, 

Simon id t'B, . . 
Simpcox, . 
Simple, 

Sir Andrew Aernecheek, 
Sir Anthony Denny, 
Sir Henry Guildford, 
Sir Hugh Evans, 
Sir Hugh Mortimer, 
Sir Humphrey Statford, 
Sir James Blount, 
Sir James T.vrrell, 
Sir John Coleville, 
Sir John Falstaff, 
Sir John Falstaff, 
Sir John Fastolfe, 
Sir John Montgomery 
Sir John Mortimer, 
Sir John Somervillc, 



William Longsword, 

• • • • 

Of the York Faction, 

• • • • 

Servant to Capulet, 
Emperor of Rome, . 



Governor of the Tower, . , 
Friend to Antony. , , 
Archbishop of York, . • 
A Conspirator, ... 

• ••••• 

Brother to the King of Naples, 

Brother to Viola, 

Attendant on Cleopatra, 

A Lord: Flatterer of Timdn, . 

Servant to Timon, . . . 

Fiiend to Antony, . 

Officer attending on Macbeth, 

A Recruit 

A Country Justice, . 

A Country Justice, . 

A o^yfp • • • • « 

Tribune of the People, . 

A Country Justice, . 

An Officer of Ventidins's Array, 

Daughter to the Duke of Milan, 

King of Pentapolis, 

An Impostor, . . . , 

Servant to Slender, 



A Welsh Parson, 
Uncle to Duke of York, 



Enemy to the King, 



Uncle to Duke of York, 



Friend to Archbishop of York, 
A Curate, . . . . 

• ••••• 

A Vicar, , . . , , 



Sir.John Stanley, 

Sir Michael, 

Sir Nathaniel, . 

Sir Nicholas Vaux, 

Sir Oliver Martext, 

Sir Pierce of Ex tun. 

Sir Richard Ratcliff, 

Sir Richard Vernon, 

Sir Robert Braken bury, Lieu tenant of the Tower, 

Sir Stephen Scroop, 

Sir ThonwisErpingham, Officer in Ki:.5*ij Army, 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, .... 

Sir Thomiis Grey, . A Conspirator, 



Kinar John. 
King Henry V. 
Henry VI., Parts I., IL 
King Richard II. 
Romeo and Juliet. 
King Henry VI n. 
Titus Andi-oniciis. 
King Henry VI., Pir» IT. 
King Henry VL, P;.n II. 
Antony and Cleop.-:tr • 
Henry IV., Paii» 1., U. 
King Henry V. 
King Richard IL 
The Tempest. 
Twelfth Night. 
Antony and Ciei^p-ttra. 
Timon of Athens. 
Timon of Athens. 
Antony and Cleop-itra. 
Macbeth. 

King Henry IV., P.nt IL 
King Henry IV., Part IL 
Merry Wives or" Winiliior. 
Merchant of Venice. 
Coriolanus. 

King Henry IV., Part IL 
Antony and Cleop;itra. 
Two Gentlemen ofVeroua. 
Pericles. 

King Henry VI., Part IL 
Merry Wives of Wiudaor. 
Twelfth Night. 
King Henry VIII. 
King Henry VII I. 
Meny Wives of WindsOT. 
Henry VL, Part III. 
King Henry VI. , Part IL 
King Richard III. 
King Richard III. 
King Henry IV., Parr TL 
Henry IV., Parts 1., II. 
Merry Wives of Winds »r. 
King Henry VI , Put L 
Henry VL, Part III. 
Henry VL, Part HI. 
Henry VI., Part 1 1 1. 
King Henry VI., Part U. 
Henry VL, Parts I., U. 
Love's Labour l,<»«t. 
King Henry VIII. 
As You Like it. 
King R oh vrd II. 
KingRichanl III. 
King Henry IV., Part I. 
Kin ji Richard III. 
King Richard II. 
King Henry V. 
King Henry VI. , Pair I. 
King Heury V. 
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Plr Thomas Lovell, King Henry VIII. 

Sir Thomas Vanghan, King Richard III. 

Sir Toby Belch, . . Uncle to Olivia, . . , Twelfth Night. 

Sir Walter Blunt, . Friend to King Henry IV., . Henry IV., Parts I., IL 

Sir Walter Herbert, King Bichai-d III. 

Sir William Catesby, King Richard III. 

Sir William Glandsale, King Henry VI., Part L 

Sir William Lucv, King Henry VI., Part I. 

Sir William Stanley Henry VI., Part IIL 

Siward, . . . Earl of Northumberland, . Macbeth. 

Si ward, Young, . . Sun to Siwjird, . . , Msicbeth. 

Slender, . . . Cousin to Justice Shallow, . M«rry Wives of Windsor. 

Smith the Weaver, . A Follower of Cade, . . Kiiig Henry VI., Part II. 

Snare, . . , A SheriflTs Officer, . , . KingHenry IV., Part II. 

Snout, , , . T^ie Tinker MidsummerNiglitsDream 

Snug Tne Joiner, • • . . MidsummerNightsDream 

Solinus, . . . Duke of Ephesus, , . . Comedy of Errors. 
Somerset, Duke of, . Of the King's Party, . . Heni7VI.,Part8lI., III. 

Somerville, Sir John, llonry VI., Part III. 

Southwell,. , .A Priest, King Henry VI., Part II. 

Speed, . . . A Clownish Servant, . . Two Gentlemen ofVerona, 
Stafford, Lord, . . Of the Duke's Party, . . Henry VI,, Part III. 

8tafford,SirHumphrey, King Henry VI., Part II. 

Stanley, Lord, . King Richard III. 

Stanley, Sir John, King Henry VI., Part II. 

SUnloy, Sir William, Henry VI., Part HI. 

Starveling, . . The Tailor, .... MidsuminerNightsDi-eam 

Stephano, . . .A Drunken Butler. . . . Tlie Tempest. 
Stephano, • • . Servant to Portia, . . . Mi-rchant of Venice. 

Strato, . . . Servant to Brutus Inlius Cwsar. 

Suffolk, Duke of, . Of the King's Party, . . Ki:ijj Henry VI., Part IL 

Suffolk, Duke of, King Henry VIII. 

Suffolk, Earl of, King Henry VI., Part I. 

Suney, Duke of, King Richard II. 

Surrey, Earl of, . . Son to Duke of Norfolk, , . King Richard III. 

Suirey. Earl of, . King Henry VIII. 

Sylvius, . . .A Shepherd, . . • .As You Like it. 

Talbot, John, , . Son to Lord Talbot, . t King Henry VI., Part I. 

Talbot, Lord, . . .Vfterwards Earl of Shrewsbury, Kin;; Henry VI., Part I. 

Tamora, • • . Queen of the Qoths, . . Titus Andronicus. 

Taurus, . • . Li en tenant-General to Csesar, Antony and Cleoiiatrn. 

Tearsheet, DoU, , A Bawd, King Henry IV., Pait IL 

ThHisa, . • . Daughter to Si monides, • . Puriulea. 

Ihaliard, . . .A Lord of Antioch, . . . Pericles. 

Theisites, . . .A Deformed Grecian, . . Troilus and Cressida. 

Theseus, . . . Duke of Athens, . . . MidsummerNightsDream 

Ihisbe, . . . A Character in the Interlude, MiiUummerNightsDreain 

Ihumas, . . . A Friar Mei&nre for Measure. 

Thomas, D. ofClarence.Son to King Henry IV., , . King Henry IV., Part II. 

riiomaH Horner, • An Armourer, . . . Kin^ Henry VL, Part IL 

Three Witclius, . • MHci)eth. 

i'niirio, . , . Rival to Valentine, • . Two Gentlemen ofVerona, 

Thyrens, . • . PViend to Csesar, . . . Antony and Cleopatra. 

T:ni;indra, . , . Mistress to Alcibiades, # . Tiniou of Athens. 

Time,. • • • As Chorus Winter's Tale. 

Tinion, . « . A Noble Athenian, . . Tinion of Athens. 

Titatii.i, • « . Queen of the Fairies, . . MidsummerNightsDreaui 

ritioiat^ • • • feiend to Bratos and Ciwlnn, J alius Csssar. 
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Titns AndroniooB, 

Titus LartittB, 

TouchHtoue, 

Traiiio, 

Travei-8, . 

Trebonios, . 

Triiiculo, . 

Troilna, . 

Tubal, 

Tullus Aufidius, 

Tybalt, 

Tyrrul, Sir James, 



General ajrainst the Goths, 
General against the Volsclans, 

A Clown 

Servant to Lnoentio, 
Servant to Northumberland, . 
A Roman Conspirator, . 
A Jester, • • • • • 
Son to Priam, . . . . 
A Jew, Friend to Shylock, 
Volscian Geneml, . 
Nephew to Cupuiet, . . 



triyssea. • • . 

Ursula, 

Urswick, Christopher, 

Valentine, • • • 

Valentine, • • 

Valeria, • 

Varrins, • . • 

Varrius, . • 

Varro, 

Vanghan, Sir Thomas, 

Vaux, . . . . 

Vaux. 3ir Nicholas, • 

Veletus, Sicinins, 

Venice, Duke of, 

Ventidius, • . 

Ventidius, . • 

Verges, , , 

Vernon, 

Vernon, Sir Richard, 

Vicentiu, 

Vincentio, • 

Viola, , , . . 

Violenta, • 

Virgilia, 

Voltimand, . • 

Volumnia, . • 

Volumnius, • • 



Titns Andronicui. 
Coiiolaiius. 
As You Like it. 
Tuciing of the Shrew. 
King Henry IV., Part; II 
Julius Csesar. 
The Tempest. 
Troilus and Creosidak 
Merchant of Veiiiceu 
Cnriolaiius. 
Romeo and Juliet. 
King Richai-d IIL 

Troitus and Cressida. 
Much Ado A bout Nothing. 
King Richard III. 

Two GentleroenofVeruiia. 

Twelfth Nigbt. 

Corlolanus. 

Antony and Cleopatra 

Measure for Measura 

Julias Caasar. 

King Richard III. 

King Henry VI., Pari U. 

King Henry VIII. 

Coriolanus. 

Merchant of Venice. 

Tiaiou of Athens. 

Antony and Clooimtra. 

Much AdoAboutNothivg 

King Henry VI., Part I. 

King Henry IV., Part I. 

Measure for Measure. 

Taming of the Shrew. 
In love with the Duko of I IJyria, Twelfth Night. 
NeighbotirtoWidowof Floreuce,Airs Well th^t End* Wea 
Wife to Coriolanus, . . . Coriohuius. 

A Courtier Hamlet. 

Mother to Coriolanus, . . Coriolanus. 
Friend to Brutus and Cassius, Julius Csesar. 



A Grecian Commander, . • 
Attendant ou Hero, . • 
A Priest, 

A Gentleman of Verona, 
Attendant on Duke of Illyiia, 
Friend to Virgilia, • 
Friend to Pompey, . 
Servant to Duke of Vienna, . 
Servant to Brutus, . 



Tribune of the People, . 

• • • • • 

A False Fiiend, • 
Friend to Antony, • . 
A Foolish Officer, . . 
Of the White-Rose Faction, 

• • • • • 

Duke of Vienna, 

An Old Gentleman of Piita, 



Wales, Henry, Pr. of. Son to King Henry IV., . 
Wales, Prince of, . Son to King Edward IV., 

Walter Whitmore, • 

Wart A Recruit, 

Warwick, Earl of, . Of the King's Party, 
Warwick, Earl of, . . . . . . 

Warwick, Earl of, . Of the York Faction, 

Westminster, Abbot of, 

Westmoreland, Earl of, 

Westmoreland, EarJ of, Friend to King Henry IV., 
Westmoreland, Earl of, Of the King's Pai-ty, • 

I Whitmore, Walter, 

I William, . . .A Country Fellow, . , 
William Longswoi'd, . Earl of Salisbury, . . 
William Mareshall, . Earl of Pembroke, • , 
William Page, , , Son to Mrs. Page, , , 
Williams, • • • Soldier iu King's Army, . 



Henry IV., Parte I., H. 

King Richard III. 

King Henry VI., Part II. 

King Henry IV., Part II. 

King Henry IV., Part 11. 

King Henry V. 

Henry VI., Pt8.I.,II.,IIl. 

King Richard II. 

King Henry V. 

Henry IV., Parts I., 11 

Keury VI., Part 111. 

King Henry VL, Part II. 

Ak You Like it. 

King John. 

Ki:ig John. 

Merry Wives of Windeor. 

King Henry V, 
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Willouffhby, Lord, . • • • • • 

Winchester, Bishop of, Qai*<liner, . . . 

Wolsey, Cardinal, 

Woodville, . . , Lieutenant of the Towei', 
Worcester, Earl of, . Tliomas Percy, • . 



York, ArchbiBhop of, 
York, Archbishop of, 
York, Duchess of, 
York, Dachess of, , 
York, Duke of, . , 
York, Dnke o^ . 
York, Duke of, . 
Young Cato, 
Young Clifford, ■ 
Young Marcitis, 



Scroop, , , • • . 
Tliomas Rotheram, . • 

Mother to* King Edward IV., ! 
Cousin to the King, 
Uncle to King Richard II., . 
S in to King Edward IV., 
Friend to Brutus and Cassiua, 
Sou to Lord Clifford, • 
Bon to Coriolauusy . « . 

Sou fa> ^W«i'4i» • • • 



King Richard IT. 
King Henry VIIL 
King Henry VIII. 
King Henry VI., Part L 
Henry VL, Parts L, IL 

Henry IV., Parts I., IL 
King Richard III. 
King Richard II. 
King Richard III. 
King Henry V. 
King Richard II. 
King Richard III 
Julius CsBsar. 
King Henry VL, Pari I], 
Coriol'inq^ 



GLOSSARY. 



aBATB, to depress, sink, subdud, 
blunt 

/f BC-booky a catechism 

Ahjeet, subject 

Ahle^ to warrant 

Abode, to foreshew 

Abrook, to endure 

Absolute, highly accomplished, perfect 

Aby, to pay retrlbutiou i'or 

Abysm, abyss 

Accite, to summon 

Accomplish, to make perfect, complete 

Aition, direction by mute si^us, charge 
or accusation 

Action-taking, litigious 

AJamant, loadstone 

Additions, titles or descriptions 

Address, to make ready 

Addressed or addrest, ready 

Adversity, contrariety 

Advertisement, iiiatriiction 

Advertising, attentive 

Advise, to consider, recollect 

Advised, not precipitant, cautions 

AJfect, love 

Adjected, disposed 

Ajfeclion, affectation, imagination, dis- 
position, quality 

A.ffectioiis, passions, desires 

Ajfeered, oonfirmsd 

Ajjled, betrothed 

Affined, joined by affini^ 

Affront, to meet or face 

Affy, to betroth in marriage 

Agazed, looking with amazuinent 

Aglet-baby, adimiuutire boiixg 

Agnize, acknowledge, confess 

A-good, in good earnest 

Aim, guess, encoun^eniont, snsnibion 

Alder-li^'est, most dear of ail things 

A le, a merry meeting 

Allow, to approve 

Allowance, approbation 

Almain, German 

Amain, forcibly 

A liies-act, lowest chance of the dice 

Amort, sunk and dispinleU 

An, if 

Anchor, anchoret 

Ancient, an ensign 

Amuntry^ old age 



Angel, a gold coin 

Anight, in the night 

Anon, soon, presently 

Answer, retaliation 

Antiek, the fool of the oU farcee 

Antiquity, old age 

A'lUres, caves and dens 

Api'eal, to accuse 

Ai>i>eril, danger 

Appointment, prepai*ation 

Apprehensive, quick to uncierstand 

Approbation, entry on piobatiou 

Approof, proof, approbation 

Approve, to justify, to make good, te 
establish, to recommend to ap^uo* 
ba^ion 

Approved, felt, convicted by proof 

Approvers, persons who try 

Aquilon, the north wind 

Aqua-vitas, brandy, eav.-de-vi% 

A}vh, chief 

Argentine, silvery 

Argal, Latin ergo, consequently 

Argier, Alyiejs 

Argosies, gi*eat ships, snlleons 

Argument, subject for conversation, 
evidence, proof 

Arm, to take up in the arms 

Annado, a fleet 

Aroint, avannt, begone 

Arow, successively, one after anothtt 

Arras, tapestry hangings 

Articulate, to ent^r into arfiol.is 

Articulated, exhibited in articles 

Arlijlcial, ingenious, artful 

Artless, unskilful 

Aspect, influence of a planet 

Aspersion, spnnkling 

Assemblance, asj[)ect 

Assign, appendage 

Assinego, a he-ass 

Assurance, conveyance or deed, {ntxrf 

Assured, alflanued 

Ates, instigation from Ate, the mis- 
chievous goddess that incites blood- 
shed 

Atomies, minute particles discernable 
in a stream of sunshine that breaks 
into a darkened room, atoms 

Attack, to seize 

AlUiinder, \iiin^iiiu» 
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Mtaxkedf reprehended, corrected 

Attended^ waited for 

Attent, attentive 

Mlest, testimony 

Allomey, deputation, Buhstilnfe 

Altoimeyshiit^ the disuretional agency 

of anotlier 
Attomied, siippUed by substitution of 

enibaaaies 
Aufhteious, spirited, animated 
Audrey, a corruption of Etheldreda 
Auricular, Jieaxfay 
Auihentic, au epithet applied to the 

learned 
Avail, interest 

A vaunt, contemptuous dismission 
Avoid, leave 
Aw^ul, filled with awe 

Baeenre, stand back, give pla<*e 

Baffle, to punish by disgracing 

Baldric kf belt 

Bale, misery, calamity 

Bnteful, baneful, i)erniciou8 

Balked, batlied or piled up 

Ballow, cudcrel 

Balm, the oil of consecration 

Ban, to curse 

Band, bond 

Bandy, to beat to and fro 

Bank, to sail along the bauks 

Bar, barrier 

Barbed, cu\>ariso7)e(l in a warlike 

manner, of hoises only 
Barjul, full of impo'iinients 
Barn, or bairn, a cliil«l 
Ba^e, a rustic giinie, adled prison-hase 
Bases, a kind of dress used by kuigbis 

on horseback 
BaMlisks, a species of cannon 
Basta, Spanish, 'tis enough 
Bastard, raisin wine 
Bat, a club or staif 
Bate, strife, contention 
Bate, to finttei as a liawk 
Ballet, an instiiiment used by washers 

of clothes 
Battle, army 
Bavin, brusliwood 
Bawcock, a jolly cock 
Bay, to bark at 
Bay, the space between the main 

beams of a roof 
Beak, the forec?istle, or the boltsprit 
Beard, to oppose in a hostile manner, 

to set at detiaiice 
Bfaricard, \>evLr lea«lor 
Bearina clothe a mantle used at christ- 

eiiiags 



Beatf in £iIoonry, to flutter 

Becoming, gRice 

Beetle, to hang over the baw 

Being, abode 

Belike, as it ^eems 

litlongings, endowments 

Be-mete, be-measure 

Be-moiled, be-di-aggled, be-mir^d 

Bend, look 

Bending, uneqnal to the weight 

Bent, the utmost degree of any pawaion 

Bergomagk, an Italian rustic dauce 

Besorb, convenience 

Best, bi-avest 

Bestowed, left, stowed, or 1o(1$!:ed 

BestraugfU, distraught or «ii8triu;t«!id 

Beteem, to give, to pour out, to permit 
or suffer 

Betime, to Ijechauce 

Bevfray, betray, discover 

Betonian, a term of reproach 

Biding, place, abiding 

Biggin, a kind of cap 

Bilbo, a Spanish blade of peculiar ex- 
cellence 

Bilboes, a species of fetters 

Bill, a weapon carried by watchmen 

Bird-bolt, a s})ecies of aj-ix>w 

Bisson, blind, bliitding 

Blank, the white miu-k at whicli iX* 
arrow is shot 

Blast, burst 

Blear, to make dim 

Blench, to start of 

Blent, blended, mixed 

Blithe, merry 

Blood-boltered, clotted with blood 

Blows, swells 

Bluin, an eruption on the skin 

Blunt, stupid, insensible 

Bluntly, unceremoniously 

Board, to accost, to address 

Bobb, to trick, to make a fuel of 

Bodged, boggled, maile bungling work 

Bolting hutch, the receptacle in which 
the meal is bolted 

Bombard, or bumbard, a barrel 

Bombast, cotton stuffing iumU Um 
clothes 

Bona.-robus, strumpets 

Bond, bounden dur.v 

Book, paper of coiiMitions 

Boat, to avail, be of use 

Bore, to overreach 

Bore, the calibre of a gun 

Bores, stabs or wounds 

Bosky, Cdveretl with \vi>o<t 

Bono. II, wish. h< art's Uvuir* 

Bo>.ch» to paiuh 
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Bots, worms in the stomach of a horse 

Bottom, to wind thread 

Bourrif boundary, also onoe a riynlet 

Bout, a pass in fencing 

Bow, yoke 

Brabble, a quarrel 

Brace, armour for the arm, state of 
defence 

Brack, a species of hound 

4raid, crafty or deceitful 

^rainish, brain-sick 

Sravery, showy dress 

Crawl, a kind of French dance 

Breach, of the sea, bi-eakiug of the sea 

Breast, voice, surface 

Breathed, inured by constant practice 

Breathing, complimentary 

Breeched, sheathed 

Breeching ^ liable to school-boy punish- 
ment 

Breedbate, one who causes quarreU 

BHte, the g&d or horse-fly 

Broached, spitted, transfixed 

Brock, bsulger 

Brinded, spotted 

Broke, to deal as a pander 

Broken, toothless 

Broker, a watchmaker, a procuress or 
pimp 

Brow, appearance 

Bruited, re))orted with clamour 

Brunt, heat uf onset 

Bm^h, detrition, decay 

Bucking, washing 

Buckle, to 1)end, to yield to pressure 

Buy», bngheiii-s, terrors 

Bulk, the body, jutting out pnrt of a 
beam 

Bunting, a bird like a sky-lark 

Burgonet, a kind of helmet 

Bush, the sign of a public-house 

Butt-shaft, an arrow to sh<K)t at butts 

Buxom, obedient, under command 

B/rlakin, by our ladykin, or little 
lady 

Buzzard, a kind of hawk 

Cacodemon, evil spirit 

Caddis, a narrow worsted galloon 

C"de, a barrel 

CdiUiit, falling 

Cnduceu4, Mercury's rod 

Cage, a prison 

Ciiin-coloured, yellow 

C"l' er, a s{)ecie8 or musket 

C'dlit, a lewd woman 

C<i Uiitg, api>eilation 

Calm, qualm 

Cam, awiy, crooked 



Canary, a sprightly nimble danoe 
Candle-wasters, those wlio sit up all 

night to study 
Canker, the dog-rose 
C'instick, candlestick 
Cantle, a piece of anything 
Cantons, cantos 
Canvass, take to luck 
Cap, the top, the principal 
Cap, to salute by taking off the cap 
Capitulate, to make Lead 
Capon, metaphor for a letter 
Capricious, lascivious 
Captious, capacious or recipient 
Carrick, a {(hip of great bulk 
Caraways, confections made with 

cumin seeds 
Carbonadoed, scotched like meat foi 

the gridiron 
Card, a nautical chart 
C'trdecue, quarter of a French crown 
Care, attention, regard 
Careiers, a racing giound 
Carkanet, necklace or chain 
C'irl, clown or husbandman 
Carlot, peasant 
Carper, a critic 
Carpet-consideration, on a carpet, a 

festivity 
Carriage, import, bearing management 
Carry, to prevail over 
C'u««, skin, outside garb 
Case, to strip nakefl 
Cask, small box for jewels 
Cast, to empty, to dismiss or reject 
Cast, a throw of dice 
Ca^tilian, an opprobrious term 
Castiliano vulgo, a term of contempt 
Caiaian, a Gluuese, used as a term of 

reproach 
Catling, a lute-string made of catgut 
Candle, refresh 
Cantel, deceit 

Cautelous, insidious, oautions,deceitfu] 
Cavaleroes, airy, gay fellows 
Caviare, a delicacy made of the roe oi 

sturgeon 
CeaM, decease, die, to stop 
Censure, to judge, criticise 
Centre, the middle of the earth 
Centuries, companies of an hundred 
Cerements, shrouds 
Ceremonies, honorary ornaments^ 

tokens of respect 
Ceremonious, su])erstitiou« 
Certify, to convince 
Cess, measure 
Chace, a term at tennis 
Chair, thi'uiie 
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Chnir-dayB, tiroea of repose 
Chamber, ancient name fur London 
Chamber^ a species of great guu 
Chambtrerty men of intriguo 
Chanson, song 
Chantry, private chapel 
Chape, end of a sheath 
Character, to write, to infix stronjrly 
Charaetery, the matter with wiiich 

letters are made 
Chare*, taskwork 
C'ntrge-hotue, the free-eehool 
Cli'iraeco, a sort of sweet wiao 
CUfudrou, entrails 
ChetUer, eeoheator, an ofiToer in the 

exchequer, a gamester 
Cfteek, command, control, chide 
Cheer, coantenanoe 
Cherry-pit, a play with cherry-stonee 
CUeveril, soft or kid leather 
Chew, to ruminate, consider 
Chewet, a noisy chattering bird, a kind 

of pie 
Chide, to resound, to echo 
Chiding, sound 
Childing, fruitfal 
Childed^ having children 
Chirurgeonly, like a surgeon 
Chopin, a high shoe or clog 
Chrietoiii, the white cloth put on a new 

baptized child 
Cliryiftals, eyes 

Chuck, chicken, a term of endearment 
Cht(ff, fooli«h, rich man 
Cinqtie-pitee, a kind uf dance 
Cital, mention 
Cittern, guitsir 

Cite, to incite, to show, to prove 
Civil, grave or solemn 
Civil, human creature, anyUiing 

human 
Clack-dish, a beggar's dish 
Claw, to flatter 
Clepe, to call 
Ciiniature, region 
Clinquant, glittering, shinfng 
Clip, to embrace, to in .old 
Closure, end, enclosure 
Clout, the mark avcliurs aim at 
Coach-jellow, one who draws with a 

confederate 
Coast, act together 
Coasting, conciliatory, inviting 
Cohlonf, a crusty, uneven loaf 
Cock, oock-t>oat 
Cftckle, a weed 

Cockled, inshelled like a cockle 
Citrktthnt-time, twilight 
Codling, auoieutly au immature apple 



Ooftln, the cavity of a raised pie 

Vog, to falsify, to lie^ to defraud 

Coigne, corner 

Coil, bustle, stir 

ColUet, to assemble by oboerTation 

Collection, corollaty, oonsequenoe 

Coined, black 

Collier, a term of the highest reproacli 

Colour, appearance 

Colt, to fool, to trick 

Co-mart, a joint hatpin 

Combinaie, betrothed 

Coutforting, aiding 

Comma, that whi^ separates 

Commended, committed 

Cominodily, profit 

Commonly, comedy 

Compact, made up of 

Company, companion 

Comparative, a dealer in campHrtaoBi^ 

a wit 
Compcused, round 
Complinientt, accomplishmeuta 
Complexion, humour . 
Comply, to compliment 
Compose, to come to a composition 
Composition, contract or bargain, con- 
sidtency, concordancy, otmstitittion 
Composture, com position, oouipoet 
Comproinised, agreed 
Coiuplible, sensitive 
Con, to know, learn by heart 
Conceit, the mental faculties 
Conceited, fanciful, possessed with aa 

idea 
Concernancy, import 
Conclusions, experiments 
Concupy, concupiscence 
Condolement, sorrow 
Coney-eatched, cheated 
Coney-catcher, a cheat or sharper 
Confession, profession, avowal 
Confines, inhabitants 
Conjeet, conjecture 
Confound, to destroy, to expend, kt 

consume 
Confounded, worn or wasted 
Conged, taken leave 
Consigned, sealed 
Consist, to stand upon claim 
Consort, band of musicians 
Conspeetuities, sights, eyes 
Continent, the thin? which oontaina 
Continents, banks of rivers 
Contraction, marriage contract 
Contrive, to spend and wear out 
Control, to confute, hinder 
Convent, to serve or agree 
Convenled, cited, sammuued 
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Vtmvertfe, Interchange 

Convertite, a convert 

Convey, to peiform sleight-of-hand, 
steal 

Conveyance, theft, fraud 

Convince^ to overpower, snhdae, con> 
Vict 

Convive, to feast 

Copataiv-hat, high-crowned hat 

Cope, covering 

Copped, rising to a oope, or head 

Co.jy, theme 

Coragio, a word of encouragement 

Covnnto, a lively dance 

Core, an nicer 

Cwiiithian, a wercher 

Corky, dry, withered. huRky 

Corner-cap, the kevstt-ne 

Cornet, a troop of hoise 

CoroUary, surplus 

Corrigible, corrected 

Costard, the head 

CoHer-moiiger, meanly mercenary 

Cote, to overtake 

Coted, quoted, observeil, or regarded 

CoUale, Cotswold in Gloiicestei-shire 

Covered, hollow 

Countenance, false appearance, hypo- 
crisy 

Counter points^ counterpanes 

Couuty, count, earl 

Cou,rt-hand, style of wiiting used in 
legal ducunients 

Coicev, to sink by bending the hnins 

Cowt-ataff, a stafT for carrying a wuight 

Coy, to sooth or stix)ke 

Coyed, condescended unwillingly 

Coygtril, a coward cuck, a mean or 
drunken fellow 

Cozettf to cheat 

Cozier, a tailor or botcher 

Crack', dissolution 

Crack, a boy, or child, a boy-child 

Cranlcg, windings 

Ciajits, chants 

Crare, a small vessel 

Create, compounded, or made up 

Credent, credible 

Cretcive, increasing 

Cre*el, a light set upon a beacon 

Ci-eisiless, hiiTiug norighi tu urxus 

Creirelf worited 

Cringe, distort 

Crisp, curling, winding, curled, bent 

Clitic, cynic 

Crosses, money stamped with a cross 

Crou-rotD, the alphabet 

Crow-keeper, a scareciow 

Crvwn, to uuiittludB 



Crowned, dignified, adorned 

Cr owner, coroner 

Croroiiet, coronet 

Crudy, raw, dull 

On/, a troop or pack 

Cue, in stage cant, the last wonls of 

the preced:«>ig speech 
Ouisses, armour for the thighs 
CuUion, a despicable fellow 
Cunning, sagacity, knowledge 
Ctirb, to bend, restrain 
Curiosity, finical delicacy, scrupulous* 

ness, or captiuusness 
Curiotu, scrupulous 
Curled, ostentatiously dressed 
Currents, occurrences 
Curry, seek favour 
Curst, crabbed, shrewish, angry 
Curstness, quarrelsomeness 
Curtail, a cur of little value 
Curtal, a docked horse 
Curlle-axe, or cutlass, a short sword 
Curvet, the bound of a hoi'se 
Custaloruni, for custoa rotulorutn, 

keeper of the rolls 
Custard-cojffin, the crust of a pie 
Customed, common 
Customer, a common woman 
Cut, a docked horae 
Cuttle, swaggerer, bully 
Cyprus, a transparent stuflT, crape 

Daff, or doff, to do off, to put aside 
Dainty, minute 
Dan, lord, master 
Danger, reach or control 
Dangerous, exposed to danger 
Dansker, a native of Duniuark 
Dare, boldness, defiance 
Dark-house, a house made gloomy by 

discontent 
Darraign, to arrange, put in order 
Dcuh, mark of disgrace 
Daub, to disguise 

Dauhery, falsehood and imposition. 
Day-bed, a couch 
Day-woman, a char-woman, womao 

hired by the day 
Dear, best, imiK>rtaiit, dire 
Dearn, lonely, solitary, dreadfii] 
DearUi, high price 
Death-tokens, spots appearing on thom 

infected by the plague 
Deaths-man, executioner 
Debile, weak 
Debonair, gentle, meek 
Decay, misCortunes 
Deck, to cover 
Deck, a pack of oarda 
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Decline, toruu thronghfhiio first to last 

Dum^ opinion, surmiae 

Veept proficient, profound 

D^eat, destruction 

D^ence, art of fencing 

Dtfeiid^ to forbid 

D^anee^ refusal 

Dejlnitey resolvetl 

D^fj/t challenge 

Delated, C4irrie«l, conveyed 

Delay, to let slip 

Demean, to helutve 

Deti'Ue, to grnnt 

Deaay, denial 

Denier, the twelfth part of a French 

ROUS 

DmotemenU, Indications or discoteries 

De/iart, denth 

Depend, to he in service 

Deracinate, to force up by the roots 

Derogate, <l<-'gra<letl, blasitcd 

Desconf, a tenn in uiusio 

Descry, di?C(»verjr 

Diaper, towel 

JDich, dit or do it 

Dickon, familiarly for Richai-d 

Die, gaming 

Diff'v.»ed, extrayagant, irregular 

Digression, traiisgrest^ioii 

Dildo, burden of a suiig 

Dint, impression 

Direction, judgment, skill 

Disable, to undervalue 

Disappointed, unpiepaied 

Disclose, to hatch 

Disco7itenting, discontented 

Discourse, reason 

Disease, uneasiness, discontent 

Diseases, sayinus 

Diayraee, hardsliip, injuiy 

Diiliinns, unpaints, obliterates 

Dispose, to make terms, to settle 

matters 
Disinirye, to pour down up<»n 
Distanle, to corrupt, to change to a 

worse state 
Distemper, intoxication 
DiHeuiperature, i)eiturbation 
Dislrxctions, detachments, separate 

bodies 
Division, the pauses or parts of musical 

con)pusition, modulation 
Doctrine, instruction, learning 
Doit, small piece of money 
Dole, lot, allowance 
Dolphin, the Dauphin of France 
Don, t<> do on, to put on 
Dotont, dotard 
Ditul, to do out, extrnguiah 



Dfnele, the down In s feather 
Dovm-gyved, hanging down like wtmt 

confines the fefet«rs round Um 

ankles 
Dra^, whore 
Draught, sewer, sink 
Drawer, waiter 

Drawn, embowelled, exenterated 
Dreod, epithet applied to kings 
Drew, assembled 
Dribbling, a terra of contmnpt 
Drive, to fly with iniiietuosity 
Drollery, a show performed by pap]mta 
Drugs, drudges 

Druvible, to act lanly and stupidly 
Dry beat, to cudgel 
Dub, to make -a knight 
Ducdame, duo ad me, bring him to mc 
Dudgeon, the handle of a dagger 
Due, to endue, to deck, to grace 
Dulcet, sweet to the ear 
Dump, nielancholy, a monmfol elegy 
Dup, to do up, to lift np 
Durance, imprisonment 

Eager, sonr, sharp, harsb 

Eanlings, lambs junt dropped 

Ear, to plough 

Ea*y, slight, inconsiderable 

Eche, to eke out 

Ecstasy, alienation of mind, madness 

Effects, affects, actions, deeds affected 

E/test, deftest, readiest 

Egrtgious, enormous 

Egyptian, a gipsy 

Eke, also 

Eld, old time or persons 

Element, initiation, previous practice 

El/, to entangle 

Emballing, being adorned "with the 
ball, the symbol of royalty 

Embossed, enclosed, swollen, puffy 

Einboieelled, exhausted 

Embraced, indulged in 

Empery, domiuiou, sovereign com- 
mand 

Emxtlous, jealous of higher authurity 

Encave, to hide 

Enfeoff, make subservient to 

Engage, pawn, pledge 

Engross, to fatten, to ][)amper 

Engrossments, accuumlHtious 

Enmew, to coop up 

Ensconce, to protect as with a fort 

Emseamed, greasy 

Entertain, to retain in service 

Entet taininent, the pay of an army, 
admission to office 

Bphesiun, a caut term for a tupor 
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Efil9ur€, a Inxurions perwm 

Bquipafftt stolen gootU 

SrcUn, Hercules 

BiTing, wandering 

Bscoted, paiJ 

E-Hl^ • river so called, or vinegar 

Bsperanee, the mutco of the Percy 
family 

Bssenee, life 

Sssential, existent, real 

Estiinatey price 

Bstiniatinn, conjecture 

Egtritlffe, ostrich 

Bven-ehrUfianj fellow-chriatian 

Bxcrement^ the l)eard, hair 

Bxeeute, to employ, to put to use 

Execution, employment of exercise 

Bxecutnrs, executioners 

Bxei'Cts^, exhortation, lecture or con- 
fession 

Exhale, hale or lug out 

Bxhibition, allowance 

Exigent, end, pressin?: necessity 

Expedient, expeditions 

Expiate, fully completed 

Exfiosture, exposure 

Bxpj'ess, to reroal 

Ex pressure, description 

Ex pulsed, expelled 

Exsufflicate, contemptible, ahominable 

Extend, to seize 

Extent, in law, seizure of goods 

Exti'avagant, wandering 

Eyases, young nestlings 

Eyas musket, young sp.'in-otvhawk 

Eye, a small shade of colour 

Eyliads, glances, lookSb See Oeiliads 

Eyne, eyes 

Fate, to carry an impudent appearance 

Facinorous, wicked 

Fact, guilt 

Factious, active 

Faculties, medicinal Tirtues, office, 

exercise of power 
Fadge, to suit or fit 
Fading, the burthen of a song 
Fail, omission, offence 
Fair, fond, eager, 
Fair, beauty, fairness 
Fair-betrothed, honourably contracted 
Fnith, fidelity 
Faith-breach, disloyalty 
Faithed, credited 
Faithful^ not an infidel 
Faithfully, willingly 
Faitm'S, tmitors. i-aauala 
FdlL^ an ebb 
A»U, to make fall, to drop 



Falling, falsifying 

Favxiliur, demon, attendfint spirit 

Fanty, love 

Fancy-free, with affections unpled<j««l 

Fang, to take hold of 

Fans, ancient 

Fantastical, existing only in ima^nv 

tion 
Fap, drunk 
Far, extensively 
Farced, stuffed 
Fashions, farcens or farcy, a cu<ane«u» 

disease in hni-ses 
Fast, determined, fixed 
Fat, dull 

Fate, an action fixed by dastiny 
Favour, countenance, features, iudulg* 

en CO, pardon, appearance 
Fear, danger 
Fear, to fiighten 
Feared, made afraid 
Feat, reaily, dexterous 
Feated, formed, made neat 
Feature, beauty 
Federari/, a confederate 
Fee, landed pro]M3rty 
Fee-grief, a peculiar sorrow 
Feeder, an eater, a servant 
Feere, or Pheeie, a companion, a 

husband 
Fee-simple, unconditional holding of 

property 
Feet, footing 
Fell, skin 

Pelt-feats, savage practices 
Feodary, an accomplice, a confederat« 
Ffstinately, hastily 
Festival tern, splendid phraseology 
Fet, fetched 

Fettle, dress, make ready 
Fico, a fig 

Fielded, in the field of battlo 
Fig, to insult 
Fights, clothes hung rnun<l a ship to 

conceal t'le men from the tioutuy 
File, list, catalogue 
Filed, gone an equal pace with 
Filed, defiled 
Fills, the shafts 
Filths, common sewers 
Fine, full of fineness, artful 
Fi7te, to make showy or specious 
Fineless, without end 
Fire-drake, will-o-'the-wiap 
Fire new, bran-new, now from tkv 

forge 
Firk, to chastise 
Fit, a division of a song 
Fitchew, a polu-nat 
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FiUy, fxnctly 


Fraught, to load 


Fivet, a ilidteiniier in horses 


Fray, to make afraid 


Flap-dragon^ ABinall inflammable sub- 


Free, guiltless 


stance which topers swallow in a 


Frequent, addicted 


glass of wine 


Fret, the stop of a nmsicnl instmmenl', 


Flap-jack»f mncakes 


which regulates the vibration uf 


Flaskt soldier's powder-horn 


the string 


Flatnessy lowness 


Fret, to yariegate 


FfaiOf sadden gust of wind 


Frippery^ a shop where old clotbas wert 


Flayed, stripwl 


sold 


Flecked, di»ppled, spotted 


Fritter*, fhiginenta 


Fleer, to grin, mock at 


Ftize, a cloth made in Walee 


Fleet, to float 


Frontier, forehead 


Fleshmeiit, fii-st act of militAry service 


Froublet, band for the brow 


FLexccd, having the flews or cixaps of a 


Frash, to break or bruise 


hound 


Frustrate, in rain 


Fling, a sarcasm 


Fulfilling, filling till there be no roona 


Flight, a sort of shooting 


for more 


FlouHshf ornament 


Fullanu, loaded dice 


Flote, wave 


Fumiter, fumitory 


Flush, mature, ripe 


Function, the uae of the mental fiunJ* 


Fob, cheat, delude 


ties 


Foin, to thrust in fencing 




Foison, plenty 


Gabardine, a loose felt cloak 


Folli/, depravity of mind 


God, a sharp point of metal 


Fond, foolish, or prized by folly 


Gain-giving, misgiving 


Fonder, more weak or foolish 


Gait, proceeding 


Fondly, foolishly 


Galled, hurt by mbbing 


F00C8 zanies, baubles with the head 


Galled, rancorous 


of a fool 


Galliard, an ancient dance 


JFoo<-c^o</i, a housing coverin;^ the body 


Galliasees, a species of giilh ys 


of tlie horse, and aluiosD leacliing 


GallowgUuses, heavy armed tool 


to the ground 


Galloio, to scare or frighten 


Forbid, under interdiction 


Gallynia\JO,frff, a medley 


Forced, false 


Gamester, a frolicsome person, t 


Fordid, destroyed 


wanton 


Foredo, to und*), to destroy 


Oarboils, contmotion, stir 


Foredone, overconie 


Garnish, di-ess 


For/ended, forl)i(l<len 


Gaskins, loose brefriies 


Forest 010, to be dilatory, to !• liter 


Gasted, frightene«« 


Forgetioe, inventive, imaginittive 


Gaudy, a festival «!r,y 


Forked, horned 


Gawds, baubles, tu^s 


Formal regular, sensible 


Gear, business 


Former, foremost 


Geek, a fool, dupe 


Forspent, exhaiisted 


Geniiny, a pair 


Forspoke, contradicted, spoken ajjainst 


Generosity, liigh hirth 


Foi'thcoming, in custody 


Generous, most no>ne 


Fold, homely, not fair, wicked 


Gentility, urbanity 


Founder, to override a horse 


Gentle, noble, high-minded 


Fox, a cant word tor a sword 


Gentry, complaisance 


Foxship, mean, cunning, ingratitude 


German, akin 


Fracted, broken 


Gemnane, near relation 


Franchise, liberty 


Germens, seeds 


Franchised, innocent 


Gest, a stage or joiirney 


Frampold, peevisli, fretful, or cross 


Gib, a tom-cat 


Frank, a sty 


Giglol, a wanton wench 


Franklin, a gentleman or freeholder, 


Gilder, a coin valuod at Is. 6d. or tlL 


a yeoman 


Gild, gilding, golden mouey 


Fraughi. tuugo 


Gimmal, made of riiitjiK 
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&tn, a duvioe, trap 

Oing, a gang 

Oirdf a ■arcasm or gibe 

Oiving-outf assertion 

Glanders, a disease <• .i '1*808 

Qleekt to joke or scotf 

OloriouSf desiroiis of renown 

Glote, to expound, to comment upon 

Gnarl, to growl 

Qood-deedf indeed, in very deed 

Oood-den, good-evening 

Good-life, of a moral or jovial tnrn 

(9ood-jer, gougere, morbus gallic us 

Gnrbellied, fat and corpulent 

Gorget, armour for the throat 

Gove:rnment, evenness of temper, 

decency of manners 
Gourdt, a si)ecle8 of false dice 
Gou.t», drops 

OrarMTcy, gratid mercy, great thanks 
Grange, the farm-house of a monastery 
GratilUty, gratuity 
Grave, to entomb 

Graven, or greaves, armour for the legs 
Grearity, gi*oesly 
Greek, a free-living person 
Greenly, awkwardly, unskilfully 
Greets, pleases 
Grise, a step, degree 
Groat, pieoe of money worth foar- 

pence 
Grossly, palpably 
Gioundlings, the firaqnenten of the 

pit in the playhouse 
Growing, accruing 
Grudge, to murmur at 
Guard, to fringe or l.-ioe 
Guarded, ornamenteil 
Guards, badges of digiJty 
Gudgeon, a dupe 
Guinea-hen, a prostitute 
Gules, red, a term in heraldry 
Gulf, the swallow, the throat 
Gun-stones, cannon-balls 
Gtut, taste, relish 
Gust, conception 
Gtut, to perceive 
Gyve, to fetter, ensnare 
Gyvt, to catch, to shackle 

Habit, dress, garb 

Haggard, a speciea of hawk, untrained 
Hair, oomplexion or oiiaracter 
HaUkrd, an axe on a long pole 
Hale, to nnJl, draw 
Hangers, part of a belt for suspending 

a sword 
flardiinent, bravery, stoatnest 
U^irdiness, bravery 
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Harlockn, wild mustard 

Harlot, a cheat 

Harrow, to vex 

Harry, to use roughly, to harass 

Hatch, half door 

Haunt, company 

Hautboy, a wind Instrument 

Having, estate or fortune 

Hawking, clearing the voice 

Hay, a teim in the fencing-school 

Head, body of forces 

Heart, the most valuable part 

Heat, violence of resentment 

Heat, to ride over 

Heavy, slow 

Hebenon, henbane 

Hefted, heaved 

Hefts, heavings 

Hellf an obscure dungeon in a priaoa 

Helnud, steered through 

Henchman, a page 

Hent, seized or taken posseasioQ of 

Hent, to pass through 

Hereby, as it may happen 

Hermits, beadsmen 

Hest, behest, command 

Highlone, with the assistance of others 

Hight, caJled 

Hilding, a paltry cowardly fellow 

Hint, occasion 

Hipped, sprained in the hip 

His, often used for its 

Hit, to agree, to guess 

Hoise, to lift up 

Hold, to esteem 

Holding, the burden 

Holla, a term of the manefs 

Holland, Dutch linen 

Hollow, false, insincere 

Holy, faithful 

Home, completely, in fiill extent 

Honey-stalks, clover flowers 

Hood-man, blind man's buff 

Hoop, a measure on an ale pot 

Horn-mad, mad like a vicious bull 

Host, to lodge 

Hox, to hamstring 

Hoy, a small vessel 

Hulk, a large ship 

Hull, to drive to and fro ufion the 

water without sails or rudder 
Humour, temporary disposition 
Humorous, changeable, humid, moist 
Hungry, sterile, un prolific 
Hunt-counter, base tyke, worthless di^ 
HunVt-up, the name of a tune 
Hurly, noise 

Hurtling, to meet with impetaosity 
Hu^xtmi, to manage, till 
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Htubaridry, tlirift, fragility 
Huiwife, a jilt 

Idtay image 

Ignorance^ stupidity, sillinoss 

lU%t*tri<nMf wantiiig Instre 

[mages, children, repreMiitatirw 

Imaginary, fanciful 

Imagination, oonoeption, thonglit 

IntJbare, to lay open or diapL-iy to riew 

Immanity, barbarity, sarageneba 

Immediacy, close ciHinection 

Imminence^ threatening appearance 

Imm^ment, insignificaot 

Imp, to snpply with new feathers 

/*»/>, progeny 

Impair, unsuitable 

Impartment, communication 

Imperioiu, imperial 

Impetieos, to impettiooat or in) pocket 

Impone, to lay as a stake 

Importance, importunity 

Importance, the thing imported 

Impose, command 

Impress, a device or motto 

Impugn, ojipoee 

Incapable, unintelli?eht 

Ivt^amardine, to stain of a red colour 

Incensed, incited, suggusted 

Incidence, impending 

Inclip, to embrace 

Include, to shut up, to oonclude 

Incony, fine, delicate 

Incorrect, ill-regulated 

Indent, to bai^in and article 

Index, something preparatory to 

/n<iiir(n'ent,sometirues for uucouctirned, 

impartial 
Indigestj chaos 
Indite, to convict 
Induction, entrance, preparations 
Induranee, delay, prixjrastiuation 
tn/amonize, disgrace 
Ingaged, sometimes for unengaged 
Ir^ibition, prohibition 
Inkhom-mate, a book-mate 
Inkie, tape, crewel, or worsted 
Inland, civilised, not rustic 
Insconce, to fortify 
Insensible, indifferent to 
Insinetoed, allied 
Insisture, pertinacity 
Insuit, solicitation 
Intellect, meaning 
Intend, to pretend 
[ntemling, regarding. 
Intendment, intention or disposition 
Intenible, incapable of retaiuuig 
iiUeiUion, eagerness of desir* 



Intenned, intereatad 

Intiiuate, suggest 

Intrenchant, that which oannot be oal 

Intrinse, intrinsicate, duaely knotted 

Inward, fkmiliar 

Inwardness, iutimaqj, oonfidenoo 

Irkf give pain to 

Iron, clad in armour 

Irregulous, lawleas, Uoentioas 

Issv4, progeny 

I- wis, certainly 

Jack, a term of contempt 

Jack, a figure that struck the honr 

Jack-a-lent, a puppet thrown at in 
Lent 

Jack guardant, a Jack in office 

Jaded, treated with couteiupt^ worth- 
less 

Jar, the noise made by the pendulum 
of a dock, ticking 

Jaunei9ig, jaunting 

Jerkin, shoi't coat 

Jesses, straps of leather by which the 
hawk is held on the tist 

Jest, to play a part in a uiaak 

Jet, to strut 

Jig, a ludicrous ballad, also a kind of 
dance 

Jovial, betonging to Jove 

Jovmal, daily 

Journey-bated, wearied by travelling 

Jump, to' agree with, to n^itate 

Jump, hazard, to renturo at 

Jump, just 

Jutty, projection 

Kam, awry, crooked 

Kecksy, hemlock 

Keech, a solid lump or mass 

Keel, to cool or to suuin 

Keisar, Caosar 

Ken, eyeshot, sight 

Kerns, light-armed Irish foot 

Kersey, coarse w<xjllun cluth 

Key, the key for tuning 

KU>e, a sore in the heel 

Kicksy-wicksy, a wife 

Kiln-hole, a place into which ooals a 

put under a stove 
Kind, nature, species, child 
Kindle, to bring forth 
Kindless, unnatural 
Kindly, naturally 
Kindly, kindred 
Kinged, ruled by 
Kirtle, part of a woman's dt^^M 
Knapped, bite off short 
Knows, servant 
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Knee, to go on the knees 
Knots, fii^ures planted iu box 
Knoie o/t to consider 

Lffbelf a seal to a deed 

Lnbriu, lips 

Laeed mutton, a woman of the town 

Locktying, moving like a lackey or page 

Lade, draw ofi', drain 

Lag, the meanest persons 

Lag, late, tardy 

Lampau, a disease of hoi-se 

Land-damn, to destroy in some way 

Lfinds, landing-places 

L'ird, to enrich, garnish 

Large, licentions 

LaiTon^ a thief 

Latch, to lay hold of 

Latched, or letched, anointed 

Latten, thin as a lath 

Lavoltas, a kind of dance 

Laud, to praise 

Laund, lawn 

Lay, a wager 

Leaning, falsehoods . 

Leather-coats, a species of apple 

Leave, to part with, to give away 

Leech, a physician 

Leer, feature, complexion 

Leet, conrt-leet, or court of the manpr 

Legerity, lightness, nimbleness 

Leges, alleges 

Leiger, resident 

Lendings, borrowed clothing 

Lenten, short and spare 

L'envoy, moral, or oonclusion of a i)ooni 

Let, to hinder 

Lethe, death 

Level, direct aim 

Libbard, or lubbar, a leopard 

Liberal, licentious or gross iu language 

Liberty, libertinism 

License, appearance of liceittiousness 

Liefest^ dearest 

Lifter, a thief 

Light, knowledge 

Light, life 

Light o' love, a dance tune 

Liking, condition of the body 

Limbeck, crucible 

Limber, eanily bent 

Line, the equator 

Line, to strengthen 

Link, a torch 

Lilher, yielding 

LiveWiood, appearance of life, spirit 

Loathly, disgusting 

Lob, droop 

lockram, coarse linen 



Lodged, laid by the wind 

Loffe, to laugh 

Loggats, game played with x>ins of wood 

Longly, longingly 

Loof, to bring a vessel close to the wind 

Loon, a worthless fellow 

Lop, the branches 

Lot, a prize 

Lottery, allotment 

Lowted. treated with contempt 

Lowts, clowns 

Lozel, worthless, cowardly 

Lubber, a lazy person 

Lullaby, sleeping-house, i.e., cradle 

Lune», lunacy, frenzy 

Lurch, to win 

Lush, fresh 

Lusty f cheerful, pleasant, gallant 

Lym, a species of dog 

Mate, a sceptre 

Maculate, stained, impar« 

Made, enriched 

Mag-nijlcent, glorying, boasting"*^ 

Magnifico, a grandee 

Mailed, wi-apped up in 

Make, to bar, to shut 

MaJcest, dust 

Malkin, a scullion fCutpuna 

Mall, Mrs. alias Mary Frith, or Moll 

Malleeho, mischief 

Maiuiaering, liesitating 

Mammets, dolls 

Mammock, to cut in pieces 

3''?n, to tame a hawk 

Manage, government 

Mandrake, a root shaped like the body 

of a man 
Mankind, musculine 
Marches, boundaries, limits 
Marchpane, a species of sweetmeat 
Martial-hand, a careless scrawl 
MartUmas, the latter spring 
Match, an appointment, a oompaot 
Matt, to confound 
Mated, amated, dismayed 
Matzard, head 

Meaeock, a dastardly creature 
Mealed, mingled with 
Mean, the tenor in music 
Means, interest, pains 
Measure, to reach 
Measure, means 

Measure, a kind of ceremonious danoe 
Meatels, lepers 
Medicine, a she-physician 
Meed, reward 
Meet, a match 
Meiny, people, dumestica 
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MtmorieSf remembrances 
3£€pfio»tophilu$, the name of a spirit 

or familiar 
MercatanUf a merchant 
Mere, perfect, exact 
Mered, mere 
Mermaid, syren 
MeueSf degrees about conrt 
Metalf temper 
Metaphysical, supernatural 
Mewed, confined 

Mxeher, a truant, a larking thief 
Mien, face, countenance 
Mince, walk affectedly 
MiTieral, amine 
MiedouJii, susi)ect 
Misery, avarice 

Misprited, mistaken - 

Miuivu, messengers 
Mistaken, misrepresented 
Mistress, the jack in bowling ["^ered 
M^Ud, or mahled, vailed, grossly co- 
Modem, trite, common, meanly pretty 
Modesty, moderation 
Mome, dull fellow 
Mood, anger, resentment 
Moonish, variable 
Month's mind, a popish anniversary 
Mope, to seem fuulish 
Moral, secret signific;ition [fatally 

Mortal-staring, that which stares 
Motion, a kind of puppet-8ho«r 
Motion, diviiiatory agitation 
Motions, indignation, desires 
Mould, the earth 
Mow, to make grimaces 
Mouse, to tear to pieces 
Mouse, a term of endearment 
Mouse-hunt, a weasel 
Moy, piece of money or measure of com 
Much, an expression of disdain 
Much, strange, wonderful 
Mujffler, covering for lower part of face 
Muleters, muleteei-s 
Mulled, softened aTid dispirited 
Mummy, balsamic liquor 
Mure, a wall 
Muss, a scramble 
Mutines, mutineers 

Nay-word, a watchword or by -word 

Nf.nt, finical 

Ntb, the inouth 

AVe7(/, needle 

;v ' i /", fist [seen d ant 

K'^pheic, a grandson, or any lineal de- 

^ither-stocks, stockings 

Nineness, innovation 

Newt, the eft 



Nice, delicate, trifling 

Nick, reckoning or count 

Nick, to set a mark of folly on 

Night-rule, frolic of the night 

Nine men's morris, a game 

Noddy, game at cards, fool 

Noise, music 

Nonce, on purpose, for the turn 

Nook-shotten, that which shoots in^ 

capes 
Northern man, vir borealis, a dowi 
Novum, some game at dico 
Nowl, a head 
NuUiook, » thief 

Obligations, bonds 

Observing; religiously attentive 

Obsequious, serious, as at funeral obMi 

qiu'es, careful of 
Obstitcle, obstinate 
Occun'ents, incidents 
Oe, a circle 

Oeiliad, a cast or glance of the eye 
O'er-raught, over-reached 
Of, through 
Offering, the a"<iailant 
Old, frequent, more than enough 
Oneyers, accountants, bankers 
Oiterant, active 

Opirtion, obstinacy, conceit, character 
Opposition, combat 

Or, before f^onn.! 

Orbii, circles miide by the fkiries on iLe 
Order, me<-isures 
Ordinance, rank 
Orgulous, proud, disdainful 
Osyrey, a kind of eagle 
Ostent, show, ostentsition 
Overblow, to drive away, to keep off 
Ounce, a tiger-cat 
Ouph, fairy, goblin 
Out, full, complete 
Outlook, to face down 
Outvied, a term at the game of pleek 
Outward, not in the secret of affaim 
Owe, own, possess 

Pad', to bargain with 

Pack, an accomplice 

Pod dock, toad 

P"gti n, a loose vicious person 

Pa: eant, dumb show 

PaiJ, punislied 

Pain. i>enalt.y 

Paldbras, words 

Pale, to enii)jile, encircle with a crows 

Pall, to invest with 

Palmers, pilgrims 

Palter, to juggle or shulSo 
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Fapetf to write down, or appoint bj 

writing 
Paper, written aeooritiei 
Fared, reckon up 

P" reel-gilt f giit only on certain parts 
Parish-topf a large top formerly kept 

in every village to be whipped for 

exercise 
Puritor, an apparitor, an officer of the 

bishop's court 
Parlous, keen, shi-ewd 
Parted, endowed with p?rtt 
PartiiCM, a pike 
Partt, puty 
Path, a head 

Pottk, to strike with violenca 
Puikid, bruifled, crushed 
Fats, to decjae, to assure or conrey 
Passed, excelling, past all expression 
Passes, whiit has passed 
Passing, eminent, egregious [tions 
Passionate, a prey tu mournful sensa- 
Pcusioning, being in a passion 
P<issy-measure, a dance 
Pastry, the room where pastry is made 
Patch, a term of reproach 
Patched, clad in motley 
Patient, compose 

Patine, a dish used in the Boohariat 
Pavin, a danca 
Paucas, few 
Pay, to beat, to hit 
Peat, a term of endearment 
Pedascule, a pedant 
Peevish, foolish 

Peize, to balance, to keep in saspense 
Pelting, paltry, petty, inuousideiabie 
Peut/iesiUa, Amazon 
Perdurable, lasting 
Per/ut, well informed 
Perfections, liver, bnvin, and heart 
Periapts, chai'ms worn about the neck 
Perjurer, ouo forsworn 
Psrspectioes, a.i raugements of optical 

glasses 
Pervert, to turn away, avert 
Pevifellow, associate 
Pheeze, to tease, comb, or curry 
Pia mater, membrane eudusing the 

brain 
Pick, to pitch 
Picked, neatly dressed 
Pic -cent, the hands 
t'akiinf, piddling, insignificant 
I'lCK'i-hatch, a place nutcd for brothels 
Piece, a term uf contempt 
Pitl'd, shaven 
PiUUt, pitched, fixed 
l'ktck*r, tlic ucablmrd 



Pin and we6, disorders of the eye 
Pin, vesiiel in which the elements conse- 
crated for the sacrament were kept 
Placket, a petticoat 
Plain song, the chant, in piano fxt.ntu 
PLanchcd, made of brands 
Plant, the foot 
Platforms, plaus, schemes 
Pleached, folded together 
Plot, portion 

Point, hoL'k fur the hose or breeches 
Point-device, with utmost exactness 
Poise, weight or moment 
Pomander, a bill made of perfumes 
PoiMwaler, a species of apple 
Popularity, intercourse with plebeians 
Portance, carriage, behaviour 
Possess, to inform 
Patch, to push violently 
Pouncet-box, a small box for perfumes 
Practice, insidious schemes 
/'rani;, to dress ostea tatiously, to plume 
Precedent, original draft 
Precept, a warrant trom a magistrate 
Pregnancy, readiness 
Pregnant, ready, evident, apposite 
Pregnant enemy, enemy of mankind 
Premised, sent before the time 
Presence, the presence-chambei 
Prest, ready 
Prevent, to anticipate 
Prick, the point on the dial 
Pricks, prickles, skewers 
Prime, prompt 
Priinero, jiame at cards 
PiincipalityfQvBi or principal of women 
Principals, rafters of a building 
Princox, a cuxuumb, or spoiled child 
Process, a summons 
Preface, much good may it do yon 
Profession, emi and purpose of eoming 
Prompture, suggestion, temptation 
Prone, sometimes humble 
Proof, confirmed state of manhood 
Proper-false, fair false, deceitful 
Propertied, taken xx>8session of 
Property, due performance 
Provand, provisions 
Prune, to plume 
Pugging, thievisn 
Pun, to pound 
PurcUase, stolen goods 
i'ttrc/Mwec/.acquired by unjust methodl 
Putter out, an usurer 
Pultock, an inferior kind of hawk 

Qunint-maus, a game running the 

figure of «iglit 
Qualify, to iuau.u m 
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Qviality, confederates 

Qtiarry, the gniiie after it \a killed 

iiiMH d'ecu, fourth of a French crown 

Quat, a pimple 

Qaeogif, delicate, squeamish 

Quell, to murder, to destroy 

Quench, to grow oool 

Quern, a haud-mill 

Questrist, one who seeks for another. 

Quests, reports 

Quiddits, subtilties 

QuilleU, law chicane 

Quintain, post for various exercises 

Quire, to sing in convert 

Quiver, nimble, active 

Quote, observe 

liabato, an ornament for the neck 

liace, hereditary disposition 

iiaek, to exaggerate 

Hack, the fleeting away of tho clouds 

Hacking, in rapid motion 

Hugged, rugged 

Hank, itite or pace 

Hnscal, applied to lean doer 

Havined, glutted with ^ie> 

Haught, reatrhed 

Hayed, bewniyed 

Hear-mouse, a bat 

Hebeck, an old musical instrument 

Heceiving, ready apprehension 

Hecheale, a sound to call buck dogs 

Heck, to care for, to mind, to attend to 

Hecoi'd, to sing 

Hecorder, a kind of flute or flageolet 

Hecure, to recover 

Hed-lattice, the sign of an ulehouse 

JUduce, to bring buck 

Reechy, discoloured by smoke, greasy 

Re/ell, to refute 

Regret, exchange of salutation 

Reguerdon, recompense, return 

Reniotion, removal or remoteness 

Removed, sequestered, retiied 

Render, to describe 

Render, a confession, an account 

Renege, to renounce 

Reports, reporters 

Reproof, confutation 

Repugn, to resist 

Reputing, boasting of 

Resolve, to dissolve 

Respective, cool, considerate 

Respective, respectful, fc mal 

Retailed, handed down 

Reverb, to re-echo 

Rib, to enclose 

Rid, to destroy 

Hjj^giuh, wautua 



Rigol, a circle 

Ringed, encircled 

Rivage, the bank or shore 

Rivality, equal rank 

Rivals, partners 

Rive, to burst 

Romage, rummage, bosj preparaboD 

Rondure, drole 

Ronyon, a scurvy woman 

Rook, to squat down 

Ropery, roguery 

Rope-tricks, abusive language 

Round, unceremonioujs 

Rounded, whisiiei-ed 

Roundel, a oountry-dance 

Rouse, a draught of jollity 

Roynish, mangy or scabby 

Ruddock, the redbreast 

Ruff, the folding of the tops of V)oti 

Rtijle, to riot, to create dutuibuuce 

Ruth, pity, uompjissiou 

Sacred, accursed 

iiaer\/icial, worshipping 

Sad, serious, composed 

Sag or swagg, to sink down 

Salt, tears 

Sandtid, of the colour of sand 

Saucy, lascivious 

Sato, the whole tenor of any discourvr 

Say, silk, a sample, a t;iste, or relish 

Scaffoldage, galJery of the theatre 

Scald, word of contempt, poor, hithy 

Scale, to disperse 

Scaled, overreached 

Scaling, weighing 

Scall, an old word of reproach 

Scant, to be wanting in 

Scantling, propuitiou 

Scath, injury 

-Sconce, the head, part of a fortificatieB 

Scotched, cut slightly 

Sci'iiners, fencers 

Scrip, a list 

Scroyles, scabby fellows 

Sculls, numbers of fish together, sboak 

Scutched, whipped, carted 

Sear, to stigmatise, to close 

Sect, a cutting in gardening 

Seeling, blinding 

Seem, lard 

Seeming, descent, becooiing 

Sennet, a flourisli of truiupeta. 

Septentrion, the north 

Sei'pigo, a kind of tetter 

Serve, to accompany 

Setebos, a s^ie.n^s of devil 

Shard-borru, uuMie by scaly \v?»i'»b 

Shards, biuien poL«, a beetle a wiiigi 
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Sfieetf pellucid, transivu-ent 

Shentf rained, rebuked, ashamed 

SJiive, a slice 

Shot, shooter 

ShoughSf shocks, a species of d<^ 

Sifff^, stool, seat, rauk 

Sighly the open partof a helmet 

single, weak, small, void of guile 

Sink-a-puce, cinque-pace, a dance 

sir-reverence, save-y our- reverence 

iiithence, thence 

size*, allowances of victuals 

Shaina-malea, loose companioni 

Skirr, to scour, to ride hastily 

sledded, liding in a slod or sledge 

Sliver, to cut a piece or slice 

SlopM, loose hreeclies 

Slower, more serious 

Smirched, soiled 

Siieap, to check or rebuke, a rebuke 

Sneapiny, nipping [self* 

Sneek-up, cant phrase, "go hang your- 

Snt^ff', hasty burst of anger 

Soil, reproach 

•Solicit, to excite 

Solidares, ancient coin 

Sooth, truth 

Sooth, sweetness 

Sorry, worthless, vile 

Sort, a lot 

Sort and suit, figure and raak 

Sot, a fool 

Sound, declare 

Sowlf to pull by the eara 

Spted, event 

Uperr, to shut up, defend by bars, fto. 

spleen, humour, c:i))rice 

spotted, wicked 

Sprag or spackt, apt to learn 

Sprighted, haunted 

S/frightly, ghostly 

Spttrs, the largest roots of trees 

Sqtuire, to quarrel 

Squa»h, an immature peascod 

Squiny, to look askance 

Squire, a square or rule 

Stale, a bait or decoy to catch birds 

Standing bowls, bowls elevated on feet 

Star, a scar of that appearance 

Stark, stiflf 

State, a chair with a canopy over it 

Station, the act of standing 

Statint, statesman 

Stead, to assist, help 

Sticking-pluce, the stop in a machine 

S'ickleri, arbitrators, judges, sidesmen 

Stigniatie, one on vrhom nature bus set 

a mark of deformity 
Still, ooustaut or coutinoal 



Stint, to stop, cease 

Stith, an anvil 

Stoceata, a thrust with a rapier 

Stoup, somewhat more than half a 

gallon 
Stover, a kind of thatch 
Straehy, a kind of domestic office 
Strain, lineage, dilficulty. doubt 
Strange, odd, different from 
Stratagem, great or dreadful event 
Sttuk, a thrust in fencing 
Stuff, baggage 

Subscribe, to yield, to surrender 
Sumpter, a baggage horse 
Sur-reined, overworked, or ridtlen 
Swashing, noisy, bullying 
Swath, the dress of a new-born child 
Sway, the whole weight, niomeittuiu 
Sweeting, a species of apple 
Swinge-bucklers, rakes, rioters 

Table, the palm of the hand extended 

Table, a picture 

Tables, table-books, memoraTida 

2'a^, the lowest classes 

Take, to strike with a disease, to bl-iitt 

Take-up, to contradict, call to account 

Take-up, to levy 

Tall, stout, bold 

Tallow keech, the fat of an ox or cow 

Tame, ineffectual 

Tavre, to stimulate, to excite, provoKe 

Tartar, Tartarus, the fabled pi. ice oi 

future punishment 
Task, to keep busied with scruples 
Taurus, heaii; in medical tistiutu^^ 
Taxation, censure or satire 
Teen, sorrow, grief 
Tent, to take up residence 
Tercel, the male hawk 
Tesiem, to gratify with a sixpence 
Tetchy, peevish 
Tharborough, a peace-i>fficer 
Thick-pleached, thickly interwoven 
Thill, the shafts of a cart 
Thought, melancholy 
Thrasonical, boastful, bragging 
Three-inan-beetle, for driving }»iles 
2%rumm«d,made of coarse woollen cUith 
Tib, a strumpet 

Tiekle-brain, some string liquor 
7i££y-vaU«y,an interjecliou ot coiiie-i'i^t 
Tilth, tillage 
Timeless, untimely 
Tire, to fasten, to fix the talons on 
Tod, to yield a tod, or 28 pounds 
Toke^ied, spotted as in the plague 
Topless, supreme 
Touch, explult, particle, touchstone 
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To lie hf defect 

Touclui, features 

Touxhtd, tried 

Toya, runioura, idle report^ fancies 

ToMy to pull or pluck 

Trace, to follow 

Traneet, a ferry 

Trcuh, to punish, used of doga 

Tray trap, some kind of game 

Treac/ters, trioauherous pci-Mons 

Trick, peculinrity of voice, face, Ao. 

Trick, smeared, paintetl, in lieraldry 

Tricking, dress 

Trojan, cant word for a thief 

2'roLl-my damet, a game 

Tucket, a flourish of trumpets 

Turleygood, or turlupin, a gipsy 

Turn, to become sour 

Twangling, an expression of contempt 

I'wigging, wickered 

Tylkiiig, a district 

Vail, to bow to 

Vain, vanity 

Vn lanced, fringed with a beard 

Validity, value 

Vantbrace, armour for the arm 

Vast, waste, dreary 

Vaward, the foremost part 

Vaunt, the uvauut, what went befors 

Velare, velvet 

Venew, a bout, a term in fencing 

Ventages, the holes in a flute 

Vti'y, immediate 

Via, a cant plirase of exultation 

Virtue, most eflScacious part, valour 

Virtuous, salutiferous 

Votai^t, supplicant 

VozamenlB, advisements 

Umhered, discovered by gleam of fire 
Unaccustomed, unseemly, indecent 
UnaueUd, without extreme unction 
Unbarbed, untrimmed, unshaven 
Uubated, not blunted 
Unbolted, coarsrt 
Uncape, to dig out 
Unclew, to draw out, exhaust 
Uncoined, real, unretii)e<l, unadorned 
l/ndei'-genevation , the antiix>des 
Uiider-skinker, a tapster 
Undertaker, one who takes upon him- 
self the quarrel of anotlittr 
Uneuth, scarcely, not easily 
Unhoused, freo from domestic cares 



Unhou^eled, not' having received the 

sacrament 
Union, a species of i>earl 
Unmcutered, licentious 
Unqualitied, disarmed of his faculties 
Unrough, smooth-faced, nn ear-dmi 
Unsiated, untried frtst 

Unsiatif^f, always opening, never at 
Unsquared, unadapted to their subject 
Unstanehed, incontinent 
Untraeed, singular not in common use 
Used, behaved 

Utis, a merry festival [tremit; 

UtteraneCf a phrase in combat^ ex- 

Waft, beckon 

Wage, to combat 

Wages, is equal to 

Wannion, vengeance 

Warden, a species of pears 

Watch, a watch-light 

Water-ufork, water-colours 

Wee, little 

Weeds, clothing 

Ween, to imagine 

Weet, to know 

Whiffler, the first in processions 

Whiles, until 

Whip, the crack, the best 

White death, the chlorosis 

Whiting-Hmt, bleaching-time, spring 

Whitsta's, the bleachers of liueu 

Whooping, measure or reckoning 

Wilderness, wiiduess 

Winter-ground, to protect from winter 

Wish, to recommend 

Wittol, knowing, conscious of 

Woman-tired, hen-pecke«i 

Wondered, able to perform wonders 

Wood, crazy, frantic 

Woolward, a phrase appropriated to 

pilg^ms and penitentiaries 
Wwkings, labours of thought 
World, to go to the, to be married 
Worts, herbs 

Wrest, instrument for tuning the harp 
Writhled, wrinkled 
Wroth, misfortune 

Tarely, readily, nimbly 
Teams, grieve 

Yeild, inform, condescend, reward 
Yellowness, jealousy 

Zany, a merry-audrew 
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